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Historical parallels, whether of persons or events, 
show generally more ingenuity than truth. They are 
seldom as instructive as they are amusing ; and are rarely 
turned to the good purposes of effective example. Few 
transactions in the history of any given nation resemble 
each other more than the Congress of Cologne, two 
centuries and a half ago, and the Conference of London 
in our own days ; both held for the special and final ar- 
rangement of the affairs of the Netherlands, and both so 
eminently insufficient for that great object. 

It is only necessary to refer to the records of those al- 
most interminable negotiations to establish the general 
resemblance. The main difference is that Holland was 
then in the position which Belgium occupies now ; the 
very country which then laboured to throw off the yoke 
now striving to maintain the dominion — its people being 
so changed in character as to follow the example it then 
struggled against. It is certainly striking and singular 
that the modern King of Holland should stand pre- 
cisely in the situation which the King of Spain occu- 
pied in the olden time, retarding and frustrating^ by self- 
willed intolerance the settlement which he knows and 
feels to be inevitable. It is not, indeed, on the same 
grounds which supported Philip II. that William I. takes 

'N* his stand. And far be it from us to insinuate any general 
- resemblance between the bigot tyrant of old and the con- 

V stitutional monarch of to-day. It is only on the score of 

obstinate perseverance that the analogy exists ; religious 
fanaticism being mainly the basis of the one, and com- 
mercial selfishness of the other. As for all the minor 

CO details — the joint protection afforded by France and £n- 

^ gland to the newly-established state ; the refusal, by the 



rejected dynasty, to acknowledge its chief governor en- 
throned at Brussels ; the twenty-seven articles on the one 
hand and the twenty-four articles on the other ; the 
hollow arbitration of the emperor (Russia and Prussia did 
not then politically exist to form the trinity of despo- 
tism) ; the bad faith and jealousy of some governments ; 
and the tortuous shifts of diplomacy — they show a 
similitude so marvellous, that it seems as if the master 
spirits of this age were forced to model their course on 
the errors of one which, in common cases, they no doubt 
abhor and despise. 

All Europe was harassed and convulsed by '* the 
Dutch and Belgic question" of the sixteenth century. 
To bring it if possible to a termination by means of 
amicable discussion, commissioners were appointed by 
common consent, including many men of high rank and 
some of consummate talent : and this memorable con- 
gress assembled in the ancient city of Cologne, early in 
the spring of the year 1579. 

The eminent persons composing the congress would 
have felt it little consistent with their dignity to come to 
the rendezvous in the unostentatious guise of modern 
statesmen. The spirit of the times is happily changed; 
and people are now rapidly losing the veneration for 
factitious display, which was one great cause of the too- 
long admitted influence of rank whose chief claim to 
distinction was riches. 

The#important occasion we now allude to brought to- 
gether three archbishops — two of them electors of the 
empire, and one the pope's nuncio— one bishop, two 
dukes, one count, various abbots, seigneurs, counsellors, 
intendants, jurisconsults, and secretaries ; besides a crowd 
of unofficial individuals, attracted to the scene and illegi- 
timate actors in it, for the purposes of the many princes, 
potentates, and pretenders whose interests were involved ^ 
in the great questions to be debated. 03 

Considerable magnificence was displayed by this as- "^ 
semblage of functionaries. Their numerous followers and Q> 
splendid retinues filled the houses of entertainment; H» 

:^ 
•a 
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while the influx of visitors, more or less connected with 
them, left little room, even in private mansions, for the 
casual travellers who resorted to the city during the 
long course of the negotiations. Cologne had rarely been 
the scene of such splendour, such debauchery, and such 
intrigue. And the long-past glories of Roman, Franc, 
and Hun, of emperors, kings, and conquerors were 
eclipsed and for awhile forgotten, in the extravagance of 
the epoch we describe. 

But we trust our readers will not take the alarm, nor 
imagine that, under the guise of a historical tale, we are 
about to inflict on them a political romance. We disclaim 
all the awful pretensions implied in such an attempt ; we 
disown all notion of making a story of past times a covert 
satire on those in which we live. If, indeed, in the 
course of our narrative events of history invite remark, 
ad the individuals we introduce require description, we 
shall not shrink — any more than on former occasions — 
from hazarding an opinion, albeit in opposition to some 
of those which are called ** received" ones. But with 
regard to this diplomatic pantomime, so rich in tricks and 
transformations, so far from introducing it by design or 
meaning to dwell on it, we never should have mentioned 
it at all, had it not been in the midst of its gorgeous dis- 
play that our heroine made her first appearance on the 
public scene of life, and that she owed to its records her 
introduction to the broad pages of history. 

That the serious purpose of the congress might com* 
mence with suitable solemnity, and in the hope of frus- 
trating the many sinister attempts which were at work to 
counteract its intended good effects, the members unani- 
mously agreed to proceed to business under the auspices 
of religion ; •» beginning," as one of the historians ob- 
serves, " with God himself." Prayers were put up to 
Heaven for divine assistance in the important task ; and, 
at the suggestion of Ghebhard Truchses, the Elector- 
Archbishop of Cologne, a procession of the Sacred Host, 
and all its auxiliary pomps, was fixed on, as the first step 
in the mighty affair, it being however doubtful to the be- 
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fore-cited author whether the prince-prelate was *' in- 
spired by a wish for the public weal, or that it was a 
pretext of this personage, who assumed an appearance of 
piety, for better securing the archiepiscopal throne, the 
possession of which had been long disputed." 

The solution of this doubt may be found in the pro- 
gress of our story, on which we forthwith proceed to 
enter. 



AGNES DE MANSFELDT. 



CHAPTER I. 



It was early morninir, yet the whole population of Cologroe 
and the surrounding neighbourhood was abroad, in the streett 
and squares of that most ancient city. It was working day, 
yet burgher and boor, artisan and peasant, had alike donned 
their sabbath attire, and shone forth in all the bravery of their 
picturesque costumes. It was April, scarcely April, that ca* 
pricions month of smiles and tears, when the budding hopea 
of one hour are so often nipped by the next, and the young 
spring, like a new fledged bird, shrinks fluttering ere it trusts 
itself on the expanse of time— yet the air was soft, and the 
sun as warm and bright as when it smiles on the gay groups 
of a summer fete. The bells from a hundred steeples rung 
forth joyous peals ; culverins and falconets sent their voices 
out from every fort and bastion in the walled circle of two 
leagues, by which the city was girded. Bands of martial 
music tempered the discord by their melody ; and sound, in 
all its wild varieties, thrilled confusedly through the air, and 
baffled the mimicry of the surrounding echoes. 

While Heaven and man thus combined to do honour to the 
day. Heaven's fairest work, and roan's brightest inspiration 
was not wanting, to throw a grace over the otherwise imper- 
fect scene. Woman, in her most attractive forms, moved 
alonjpr the promenades, leaned from the windows, or stood on 
platforms, to gaze unobstructed at the spectacle below. 

Of the many groups so placed, which caught the observa- 
tion of the passers-by, and checked their impatient longing 

VOL. I. 3 
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for the appearance of the procession, one, which occupied 
the heavy sculptured balcony of a mansion fronting the 
church of St. Columba, was peculiarly attractive. It con- 
sisted of four females, young, lovely, and dressed in a 
fashion that bespoke them of high rank. He must have 
been indeed a stranger in Cologne, who did not know the 
residence of the bold Baron Conrad von Kriechlingen ; 
while the inquisitive soon learned the names of the noble 
houses to which belonged the liveried varlets who lounged 
at the portal with those of the family. The still more curi- 
ous quickly found out that with the baron's two daughters 
above, were their visitors, Anne, the youthful wife of John 
Casimir Duke of Saxe-Coborg, and Agnes, only daughter of 
John George late Count of Mansfeldt. 

" And how, worthy and worshipful sir," asked an old 
woman, of tottering gait and stooping figure, who plied 
closely with questions the pompous functionary who bore 
the title of baronial gate-opener to the family of Kriechlin- 
gen, "how may the eyes that mark yon blooming group of 
young beauties, distinguish the matron from the maidens; 
and then know one of the latter from the others 1" 

" In good sooth, dame, 'twould seem as though some more 
than common motive spurred on your questionings % Is it 
so?" said the concierge. 

**And what if it were, kind master 1" replied the crone, 
with a keen and crafty tone of voice, that seemed at once to 
admit and justify an unacknowledged object. " What if I 
had some cause beyond an old wife's grossiping, for seeking 
to know the Duchess Anne from the fair virgins she consorts 
with ?" 

** Oh, it is thus ? another suitor for the bounty of the gene- 
rous Duchess Anne; verily her fame for charity has tra- 
velled before her, albeit she came and stays here incognito ; 
and well needs her purse to be lined, if every twenty-four 
hours of her visit bring applicants in proportion to the one 
day she has been in Cologne already. Good soman, I csan- 
not be accessory to her highness's annoyance. I prithee, go 
thy ways, nor seek to interrupt the noble lady's pleasures by 
a suit that's out of season." 

** And how know you, good sir, that the pleasures of the 
princess, aye, her very happiness and welfare, may not be at 
stake, may not depend on the receipt of this precious mis- 
sive V 

As she uttered these words, the speaker drew from be* 
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neath her cloak a letter, which the porter instantly saw to be 
far different from the coarse texture and vulgar shape of a 
petition for alms. It was of coloured paper, tastefully fold- 
ed and tied with fantastic knots of ribbon, to one of which 
was attached a pendant seal, while it emitted a sweet odour 
that seemed much to soothe the rising asperity of the porter's 
feelings. An apparent accident, which happened at the mo- 
ment, might perchance have had some mollifying influence 
of the same nature. A small leathern bag, fastened with a 
ring of wire, dropped from the old woman's girdle, and its 
chink on the pavement sounded marvellously harmonious. 

The porter stooped to lift it up : and maugre a portly 
pauRch, and the joint-stiffening action of sixty summers, he 
bent double, with a promptness not exceeded by the most 
supple examples of court prostration. 

The old woman did not oppose him, but faintly laughed, 
as with a malicious triumph, while he raised his apoplectic 
face to a level with her own, (which, however, she instantly 
tamed aside,) presenting her the bag at the same time, and 
puffing forth an apology in these terms — 

" Respectable and well-born dame, I crave your pardon 
humbly, for my rude mistake and over-hasty speech. Aye, 
verily, are my eyes waxing old and dim, or I should easily 
have seen by your air and bearing, in despite of modest 
though by no means unbecoming attire — for, sooth to say, 
this bodice of orange-tawny kersey, with rabbit skin trim- 
mings goes well with the shades of brown in this ingrain 
mantle and hood, and suits no doubt the features and com- 
plexion of the staid, yet, I warrant me, still comely wearer. 
Aye, easily should I have seen, but for this teazing rheum 
which roars my vision, that I spoke to the worthy wife or 
mother of some substantial citizen. Would it please you, 
good dame, to enter into my lodge here a bit, and look out 
unobstructed from the postern window on the great proces- 
sion, which must even now have started from the palace, 
and will pass through our neighbourhood anon ?" 

The object of this courtesy seemed to take it all with a 
perfect business-like indifference, as though such sudden 
shifts of opinion and manners were familiar to her experi- 
ence, and that their secret springs were not too deep for her 
philosophy. 

*< Good Master Porter," said she, moving under the porch 
the while, ** you put me to shame by your civilities, for I 
cannot accept them ; half, as it were, by reason of my own 
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ttnworthiBess, and the other bnlf from the pressing necessity 
of others' concerns, which hurries me away. In a word, kind 
sir, will you undertake to deliver this letter into Duchess 
Anne's fair hands secretly and quickly ?" 

** Why, for the slight service of passing on a letter, so 
complaisant and courteous as this seems to be," resumed the 
porter, watching keenly the movements of the crone, whose 
fingers leisurely undid the fastening of her money-bag; **for 
such a good turn, and all in the way of mine office, I would 
not willingly stand on punctilios of mere place. I think I 
might contrive to send the billet through the duchess's varlet 
yonder, to her highness's tire- woman, and se by toilette-time 
to-morrow into her own fair hand, or at least so place it .that 
it should fall under her own bright eye." 

" Kind thanks for your good offices," replied the old wo- 
man, coldly, while she replaced the purse in her girdle* 
" No, Master Porter, no. Such snail's-pace, round-about 
proceedings are not of fitting gait for the rapid flow of hot, 
and youthful, and noble blood. And did such means suit 
the purpose of the princely — I would say the lordly, or 
seeds let it be simply the well-born writer, for I would not 
willingly betray his noble confidence — the letter might have 
been delivered at the door of your lodge, by secretary or ser- 
ving man, and sent up through the beaten road of common 
correspondence. No, Master Porter, no ! and good day to 
you." 

^*Nay, nay, go not away in pique or unkindness, good 
dame," said the porter, alarmed at the threatened loss of his 
vails, and laying a gentle hand on his companion's cloak, 
with a wheedling look and a forced chuckle, as he added, 
** by the bones of the eleven thousand ! I wish to do the 
good turn you ask me. A prince did you not say, or at least 
a noble of note— eh ? and-——" 

** Well then, at once, and without words," said his com- 
panion briskly, at the same time placing a small gold piece 
m his palm, which surely had itched intensely during the pre- 
vious colloquy, «*at once and for all, will you or will you 
not pnt this letter ino the hands of the duchess, now, at the 
instant ?" 

^* Reckon on me, as soon as ever the procession passes," 
whispered the porter, putting the letter between his doublet 
and pourpoint, and closing his fingers on the piece of gold. 

^^ Good fellow, you know not the danger of delay, or you 
would not prose and chatter in this guise. There is now ano- 
ther ducat to <]uickcn your senses — now, on the instant, gire 
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the letter with your own hands, and remember ! a keen eye is 
watching you« Here they come — farewell! we shall meet 
again." 

As these words were rapidly uttered, and while the speaker 
darted away in the crowd, with the activity of boyhood, and 
(as Karl Kreutzer, the conscientious porter, piously swore) 
with the suddenly-acquired height of well-grown manhood, 
he felt his breath to come and go; and his eyes swam, and 
his knees shook, for he thought that voice, air, and gesture 
were all supernaturally awful. A pang seemed shot through 
his heart, from the mere vicinage of the letter. To have re- 
lieved himself, he would have thrown it into the street, and 
the money along with it, had not a sudden throb of fear held 
one hand firm on the mysterious paper, and an occult in- 
stinct of avarice thrust the other into the deep, wide pocket 
of his crimson plush pluderhoaen. 

While he stood bewildered and uncertain, the loud crash 
of music and the chant of voices told him the procession 
was near at hand. The rush of people in all directions 
warned him of it in another sense. And the boisterous 
entreaties for admission into the lodge, from several persons 
who pushed towards the portal, were the completing proofs 
that he had no time to lose. 

" Do, good Master Karl 1" 

*' Kind Karl, one place in the postern window !" 

** Just enough room for this child, worthy Master KreutzerT' 

"'Tis only me, Karl, your friend Caspar Schott, don't you 
know me V* 

" Good Karl Kreutzer"—** Gentle Karl"— " Sweet Master 
Karl !" 

These and a dozen still more coaxing blandishments were 
forcibly showered upon the agitated functionary ; but every 
epithet in honour of his' tenderness met a practical refuta- 
tion, in the -sturdy blows dealt round by his baton of office, 
and the maledictions which he profusely scattered among the 
invaders. • 

** May the curse of the three kings light on and blight ye 
all, scurvy rabble thai ye are ! Stand back, I say ! Out on 
ye, knaves, out on ye! Potz tauserid/ Begone I say — no 
man enters here. Thunder and lightning! aback, aback, I 
say !'* ' 

And having at length succeeded in stemming the living 
torrent, Karl Kreutzer forcibly closed the ponderous gates, and 
for perfect security against intrusion he fastened the iron 
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chain across ; then wiping the plentiful moisture from hi« 
hrow, adjasting his disordered and loose-fitting habiliments, 
and shaking himself into his place again, as it might be said, 
he hastily monnted the broad stone stair-case, bethinking him 
of what excuse he might best make for demanding short ainl 
instant speech with the Duchess of Saxe-Coburg. Tlie 
most plausible was the pretext of some alms-asking sop- 

gliant pressing forward a petition on urgent need. The 
eavy-headed porter could invent no better on such short 
notice; and such .was the reason assigned for prayin? the 
princess to come forth, when, in virtue of his old prescriptive 
right of admission, he obsequiously entered the great gallery, 
and approached the balcony where the four ladies were 
standing. 

Anne of Saxe Coburg started, with a feeling of instinctive 
alarm, when Karl Kreutzer clumsily stammered forth his un« 
toward request. 

** Nay, duchess ! think not of it now — the procession comes 
—it enters the Kirchgasse— in a few minutes it will be 
here." 

** Good Karl, thou hast ill-timed this intrusion on her 
highness," said the two daughters of Baron Kriechlingen, 
speaking together, but dividing those words between them. 

**Dear young ladies, oppose me not," said Karl, with 
solemn agitation and a stupidly important air, enough to 
betray any secret to more suspicious observers. ** Let her 
worshipful highness the duchess come out to receive the 
ietter — that is to say the petition — which the prince— -the 
pauper I mean— would lay in her own gracious hand. It is 
of pressing import, believe me, ladies." 

** I know it : I fed it to be so !" exclaimed the duchess, 
with a suppressed and heavy tone ; and so saying, she stepped 
to the anti-room beyond the gallery, where Karl immedi- 
ately and stealthily slipped the letter into her hand, without 
saying a word, and then hurried away, thanking Heaven that 
he had eased his bosom of *' the perilous stun" which had 
lain so heavily on it for the previous ten minutes. 

The duchess tore open the ribbon-clasped envelope, and 
read the following words: — '^ 1 shall be at the procession 
to-day; know me not / At thy deep and deadly risk be the 
hazard of a recognition." 

•« Oh God !" exclaimed the princess, the colour flying 
from her cheeks and lips, as her sinking heart convulsively 
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inw in the life4>lood from every artery of her frame, ■* is h« 
then here ? Am I nowhere safe 1" 

She sunk on a cushioned bench that stood closely by, and 
might have fainted, had not the quick steps of her young and 
impatient hostesses coming to seek her, startled her into life 
again. Hurriedly thrusting the warning billet into the bosom 
of her dress, she tottered inwards and reached the balcony, 
as though attracted by an irresistible spell. Fortunately tot 
her secret wishes neither of the sisters perceived her emotion. 
They thought only of the coming procession, and leaned 
anxiously over the balustrade to mark it, as it turned the 
corner and entered the open space between their father's 
bouse and the church. Uut another, and a far differently 
constituted person, was at hand, to catch every shade which 
secret suffering threw over the fair face of the young duchess, 
and to feel, in the purest depths of friendship, the reflected 
gloom from the sorrows of her she loved. This person was 
Agnes de Mansfeldt. 

Anne of Saxony, wife of a sovereign duke, daughter of an 
electoral prince, and grand-daughter of a king, for ner mother 
was a prmcess of Denmark, was of more elevated rank, but 
scarcely of prouder lineage than the chosen and dear-loved 
friend of her youth, the heroine of our tale. ' A^nes was of a 
family conspicuous amongst the roost distinguished of Ger« 
many. The race of Mansfeldt reckoned among its members 
an emperor, a count-palatine, severad minor princes, with 
archbishops and bishops innumerable ; and many were their 
intermarriages with the royal houses of Europe. The 
pretensions of this proud family were of the highest order* 
They signed themselves counts, ** by the grace of God," and 
pushed to the utmost their title to ** right divine.'* They had 
maintained for ages fierce and independent wars with their 
neighbours, ravaged the territories of their enemies, quarrelled 
with their friends, fell out among each other, and proved 
themselves, in short, to be in all ways deserving of high 
note among the worthies of that monstrous anomaly in 
social relations, known by the name of the feudal system. 

But whatever might have been their power or their preten- 
sions in elder days, both had rapidly declined in the course 
of the 16th century. As their revenues diminished, their 
debts accumulated ; they were often obliged to sell, at great 
loss, their lands and offices of state, to satisfy their creditors, 
and improvidence and misrule seem to have been handed 
down as heir-looms from generation to generation. At the 
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accession of Count John George, the father of Agnes, hia he* 
reditary debts amounted to two millions of florins, and hia 
entire dominions were sequestered. He was, like most of 
his race, extravagant ; and the desperation of his fortunes 
tended, perhaps, to make him even more reckless than the 
rest. He embraced the tenets of Luther, to whom he was 
well known. That stalwart reformer tells us in his works 
that he had severely remonstrated with the count for the pro- 
digality of his career. And it is recorded, that the pastor of 
Witternberg (on one of those domiciliary visits), having en- 
tered the castle of Mansfeldt, and being about to mount the 
stairs, observed that the steps were flooded with wine. On 
inquiring the cause, he learned that the count was carousing 
with his friends, on which Luther cast his looks towards hea- 
ven, and raising his hands with gesture suiting his usual bold 
and vigorous eloquence, he prophesied that such profusion 
could not go unpunished, but that the time was not distant 
when the grass would grow in the desert halls, which then 
witnessed such criminal excess. 

Alas, for our heroine, that the foretelling of the great re- 
former should have been so well deserved and so soon ful- 
filled ! Her brave, but too prodigal, parent had ere long little 
left him but a good weapon and a dauntless heart He chose 
from the castle armoury its greatest treasure and the boast of 
his line, the sword of the celebrated Count Hoyers — ^bade 
farewell to the valley of Mansfeldt, in Upper Thuringia, his 
binh-place and the seat of his fathers for countless ages— - 
fought long and gallantly, under the celebrated Maurice of 
Saxony for the cause of religious liberty, and thus redeeming 
his errors, died at length, the founder of the Eialehischen^ or 
Lutheran race, leaving to his three sons little but their titles, 
and to his only daughter the painful heritage of a proud name 
steeped in the bitterness of poverty. 

Fortuneless, but not friendless, the young and most beau- 
tiful Agnes had many offers of protection, and numberless in- 
vitations from her high and mighty connexions. Of these 
she availed herself insomuch as pride and prudence told her 
was becoming. Anne of Saxony, the niece of Maurice, her 
father^s companion in arms, was the first to fly to her orphan 
friend, and the most zealously cordial in oflers of a home, 
more suiting a young and lovely girl than the drear halls of 
Mansfeldt Castle. Agnes frankly accepted the oflers so ge- 
nerously made. She had no qualms of spurious delicacy. 
The mind that, is imbued with the genuine sort knowa not 
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the counterfeit ; and the mind of Agne»--bat that mast be 
judged of by the sequel. 

When the Princess Anne — ^yielding to the warm sol icidnffs 
of John Casimir, Duke of Saxe-Coburg, and to the commands 
of her father, Augustus, Elector of Saxony — married too has- 
tily for her future happiness, and left the life-stirring palaces 
of Dresden for her husband's solitary castle, Agnes de Mans- 
feldt was not long in choosing her career. 

She envied not the seemingly auspicious fate of her friendf 
even though she felt it was never likely to be her own. Mar- 
riage was a state that appeared beyond the accidents of her 
destiny. Not that she wanted suitors — she had too many for 
her own peace — ^bttt from reasons, or rather feelings, to be 
developed as we go on, she saw in each new offer fresh 
caases for rejection. 

At length, from a peculiar reason which shall be in its 
place elcplained, she solemnly decided never to marry, and 
she followed up the unnatural resolution by the best security 
permitted by hei^ religion. The teasing suit of lovers with 
whom she felt no sympathy was not to be endured. Her 
heart wasi too honest to feign affection*— too generous to be- 
tray indifference — so she resolved to put herself in sanctuary, 
«na escape the double embarrassment. She therefore sought 
and obtained an appointment as canoness of the Protestant 
convent of Grerrisheim. Under a vow of celibacy for one 
year, and renewable at pleasure for the same period, she 
escaped the annoyance of her suitors' addresses. She return- 
ed once more to Mansfeldt as the mistress of its comparative 
desolation, sharing its solitude with her brothers, who inha- 
bited it by turns, or together, as their caprices suggested or 
their pursuits required ; protected, guided, and instructed by 
the old chaplain and faithful friend of the house, Cyriacus 
Spangenberg, the disciple of Luther, and the associate of 
Melancthon in some of his most important theological works, 
particularly the celebrated '^Confession of Augsburg." 

The duties of canoness of a Protestant convent were rather 
nominal than rigid. They required no residence within the 
walls. They entailed no ceremonies beyond them, they car- 
ried no prohibitions of any of the decent and rational plea- 
sares or life which are sanctioned by social forms, with the 
exception of matrimony for some given period, and that we 
willingly allow is a state which embraces many of those, and 
sanctifies them all. 

A yearly pension was attached to the title, and a small 
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cross, embroidered on velvet or ribbon, was worn on the left 
side of the bosom by a crimson string, a simple and sacred 
decoration, unstained with the deep vanities of many a more 
glaring badge. 

Agnes had rarely availed herself of her privilege of social 
enjoyment, during the year of her engagement, which was 
nearly expired, when her relatives, Fredolinda and Emma 
Von Kriechlingen, pressingly invited her to visit them at 
Cologne, to participate in some of the gaieties prepared for 
the period of the congress, and to meet her dear-loved friend 
the Duchess of Saxe-Cobnrg, who had honoured them by de- 
manding a few weeks' hospitality, on condition of every 
point of ceremony and etiquette connected with her rank 
being laid aside, and her visit being considered as one of 
friendship and not of form. 

The last inducement, and a pressing letter from the duchess, 
decided Agnes to accept the summons. The friends met (for 
the first time since the marriage of Anne, two years previ- 
ously) on their arrival in Cologne the day before the one on 
which our story opens. And what a world of mutual confi- 
dence did they not, during that day and the night which 
closed on it, pour into each other's breasts ! But the proces- 
sion ? It has long since reached Saint Columbia's platz, and 
now halts at a reposoir, or temporary altar, erected in advance 
of the church portal, and consequently fronting the mansion 
of Baron Von Kriechlingen. 
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CHAPTER II. 



A Roman Catholic procession, like all the ceremonies of 
that gorgeous church, is fitted to excite the feelings in no 
moderate degree. It must be either profound veneration or 
deep contempt, which animates the orthodox assistant, or in- 
spires the heretic spectator. No one who sees the spectacle 
can be wholly indifferent to it. It is an offering worthy of 
Heaven, or a rite degrading to common sense. God is 
honoured, or man debased. The true aitributes of religion 
are to be defined. There is no medium line. Enthusiasm 
and reason take conflicting sides of the question, and in such 
a case what rational mind stands neutral 1 

Varied were the sensations raised on the occasion before 
us, in the numerous popxilation of Cologne and its surround- 
ing hamlets and villages, which had all poured out their vo- 
taries. Theugreat majority were pious Catholics ; but reform 
had made a progress in the electorate quite correspondent to 
that in all the southern parts of Germany. Lutheranism had 
a large body of adherents; and the more rigid doctrines of 
Calvinism attracted by a fascinating charm, many an over- 
wrought fanatic to join that withering sect. 

On occasions like the' present, most of those who disap- 
proved of or were shocked by the ceremony abstained from 
sanctioning it, even in appearance, by their presence. But 
several of those who could not join it as a duty, viewed it, 
as it passed their dwellings, as they would a theatrical exhi- 
bition ; and all who did, from piety or policy, take a part, 
entered into it with an energy that evidently sprung from con- 
viction or very successfully assumed its tone. No efforts were 
spared to render those displays imposingly effective, at a 
period when zeal for the doctrines strained the resisting 
oinews of Romish prerogative to their utmost stretch; and 
the procession of the 5th April, 1579, is recorded as eclipsing 
in sumptuous profusion all former outlays of magnificence in 
Cologne. 

We will not fatigue our readers, nor retard our story, by a 
detailed description of matters which fancy can easily con- 
jure up. Banners, tapers, relics ; rich costumes, music, 
flowers, and incense ; all that could take the senses by sur- 
prise, or soothingly lead them into sympathy, were prodigally 
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and skilfully brought into play. The treasures and triumphs 
of near two hundred churches, and half as many convents, 
under the escort of above two thousand priests of various 
ranks and denominations, testified to the accumulated wealth 
of the archiepiscopal city. Long files of magistrates, in rich 
attire, gave evidence of its corporate piety ; and several 
thousand beggars walking in serried ranks in the tail of the 
procession, told that conventual and civic charity must have 
DOth been great, at once to tolerate and support such a legidn 
of sloth within its walls. 

The superbly tapestried and embroidered awning, under 
which the consecrated Eucharist was carried, now stood 
still before the reposoir. The <* innocents" (as the juvenile 
choristers were called) and the full-grown singers had 
ceased their chant. The short service appropriated to those 
baitings was in the act of being recited b^ one of the offi* 
ciating bishops ; and the crowd of flittering costumes, lay 
and clerical, which surrounded the main jgronp dnzzled^the 
eyes of the spectators, and filled many of those who gazed 
down upon the scene with burning curiosity, to know by 
name the various individuals by which it was composed. 
Our group was not wanting in this natural feeling of the oc- 
casion, and, as satirists say, this natural failing of the sex. 
It needs not be told, that it was modified in individual cases 
according to the characters of the fo^ur bright and youthful 
beings who adorned the balcony. While the two sisters 
panted with that girlish love of novelty, merely because it 
was such, common we suppose to all who have but just 
been freed from the restraint of conventual education, the two 
friends who had been longer in the world and had known 
more of its ways, were touched with an interest in the event 
which embraced such serious associations of thought, and in 
the distinguished agents on whom its management devolved. 

Yet far different feelings filled the two bosoms, whose 
sympathies on this occasion, as in most others, were so con- 
genial, but whose sensations were so varied. Agnes was in 
her nineteenth year, Anne in her one-and-twentieih. The 
former had known the anxieties of life, the latter its tempta- 
tions. One had been reared amid difficulties and trials, the 
other in the very lap of ease and luxury. The first felt the 
circumstances of her station to be unworthy of her! the 
second knew that she was unsuited to the place she occupied « 
but which she could not be said to fill. Agnes, from the 
earliest epoch cf m&ture intelligence, had felt marriage and 
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ils mighty maze of delights and duties to be impossibilities 
for her. Anne, from her youngest days, had been taught 
that a wedded establishment was in her case an invincible 
necessity. Fate had seemed to tow one to a state of celi- 
bacy, humiliating to loveliness, high intellect, and exquisite 
susceptibility of happiness ; while destiny threw the other 
into an union that promised rapture and brought forth misery. 
Agnes's heart had hitherto known but the restraints of sup* 
pressed emotion. That of Anne had felt the chill of blighted 
hope. Agnes's worst suffering had been wounded pride ; 
her friend had endured the pangs of crushed affection. 

It has been already showa that the Duchess of Saxe-Co- 
burg had some secret cause of mental pain, of which Agnes 
had received a partial confidence the previous day. But she 
knew nothing of the mysterious warning of which we have 
informed our readers. Therefore she felt not, even by sym- 
pathy, the agitation of her friend ; but if not to the full as 
anxious (for no one can make the case of another absolutely 
their own) she certainly looked more so; for her countenance 
was always the true reflection of a mind of almost unequalled 
singleness ai.d sincerity ; while Anne, on the contrary, had 
a command of feature and a flexibility of tone, that allowed 
her to wear a smile or feign a laugh, when the spring that 
set one in motion, or the chords that attuned the other, had 
their workings in the very depths of an anguished heart. 
They both fixed their looks intently on the picturesque 
crowd beneath ; and, no matter what their separate feelings, 
they could not resist the influence of the imposing scene. 

At this moment, a yonng man, in the uniform of the uni- 
versity of Bonn, announced by a servant as Ilerr Ulrick von 
Leckenstein, advanced along the gallery, and modestly ap- 
proaching the window which opened into the balcony, he 
was urgently beckoned forward by his kinswomen Fredolinda 
and Emma. 

** Welcome, welcome Ulrick !" exclaimed the latter, who 
was the younger of the two, ** we never were so glad to see 
you, or wished for you so much — did we, Freda V 

Her sister, to whom this question was addressed, blushed 
deeply as she replied that **Cousia Ulrick was always wel- 
come, and that he certainly had arrived opportunely to tell 
them the names of the personages below/' She then mut- 
tered an introduction to the duchess and Aornes, but in so 
confused a way, that the young stranger might have easily 
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eonfounded one with the other, had not the virgin badge of 
the canoness told him the distinction. 

" Nay, nay, Ulrick; come forward," cried the lively and 
impatient Emma; ^Uhis is always the way with you and 
Freda. Ye stand blushing and stammering at each other, 
like children saying their catechism. Come close to us. 
The duchess and Countess Agnes want you to tell us the 
names of all those great people, who look so lowly, yet think 
80 highly all the while. Now, quickly run over all the 
names and point out the persons," continued she, as Ulrick 
advanced and placed himself, from respect, close to the 
duchess, and, from a feeling full as pure and ten times as 
profound, as far away as possible from the blooming girl he 
loved, with the fear and trembling of boyhood. 

•* That venerable cunning-looking old man in the middle, 
in those superb robes, is of course the nuncio 1" asked 
Emma. 

** Yes, that is John Baptiste Costagna, Archbishop of 
Rossano, and the Pope's nuncio, sent by his' Holiness, 
Gregory XIII. to take care of his innocent flock of Cologne, 
now there are so many heretical wolves close to the fold." 

"Take care, for Heaven's sake, Ulrick,** said Fredo- 
linda; "do not smile when you make those observations, 
for you know our house is marked amongst the heresies; and 
perhaps one of the electors themselves might by chance turn 
iiis looks this way." 

" I declare one of them has his eyes fixed on us already," 
exclaimed Emma. " Which of the archbishops is that, Ul- 
rick 1 is it our Sovereign or his Eminence of Treves, for they 
say that both are in the procession 1" 

"I don't like to stare at him be it which it may," replied 
Ulrick, avoiding to look directly at the place occupied by 
the two prince prelates. ** But you may be sure that his 
Highness, .lohn of Treves, is too pious to turn even one 
stray glance on the dangerous temptations of this balcony." 

" Then it is our own liege lord, whom I have been so 
long longing to see. His eyes are fixed on its like burning- 
glasses — I hope he is not angry with us." 

"Never fear, Emma, his highness can feel nothing but 
regard for whatever is here. You know he is your father's 
staunch friend, and you must have heard enough to believe 
that the sight of beauty is not likely to move him to 
wrath." 

" Really, Ulrick, your college course so near his highness' 
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residence has taaght you some of his gfallantry. How he 
stares at us! I wonder if he is praying like the other two 
archbishops, who gaze so ititently on that great golden 
crucifix 1" 

Ulrick gave a moment's look towards the elector, and 
then, with an arch expression, and fixing his eyes on Agnes, 
he said in his peculiar sly, dry manner — 

*'In truth I believe his highness is at his devotions, and, 
like his venerable colleagues, the cross seems to be the object 
of his fascination/' 

Agnes felt her face and neck glow, and she involuntarily 
cast down her looks and turned her head aside; for she could 
not now fail to perceive that the ardent eyes of the splen- 
didly attired and princely-looking personage in question were 
riveted upon her. 

Fredolinda had silently enjoyed what she considered the 
very graceful and rather witty remarks of her cousin. How 
little critical is the heart towards those it loves! Duchess 
Anne had neither heard what passed, nor observed the im- 
portant person whose attentive scrutiny has been the sub- 
ject of what was said. Her anxious looks had darted into 
the throng below, and wandered electrically through it. Bat 
she did not distinguish the face, the /ear of seeing which so 
irresistibly attracted her piercing gaze ; for it is in the very 
essence of fear to make its victims hearken for the sounds 
that shock them, or seek the objects they abhor. 

** Well, truly the elector is of a striking air, he seems fitter 
for a soldier than a priest, methinks," observed Fredolinda. 

" He is celebrated for his conquests," said Ulrick. 

'*Nay, cousin, there is satire in all you say of his high- 
ness," exclaimed Fredolinda. 

" What is that, Ulrick 1" briskly added Emma. « Satire 1 
oh ! pray say it again — I love satire in my heart." 

" Because you have no reason to fear it, my pretty cousin," 
said the student. 

'* Thanks, most learned and accomplished Herr," said 
Emma, with mock gravity and courtesying low. ** Verily, 
your studies are completed, you are quite fit to take your 
degree — you pay compliments like a conjuror." 

•* A conjuror!" exclaimed the Duchess of Coburg. "Whol 
where? what did you sayl" and 'as she rapidly put the 
questions she looked around in startled alarm, as if un- 
conscious of their utterance. 

Agnes alone observed deeper than the surface of this inco- 
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herent manner. She threw a look of keen affection on her 
friend. The latter instantly recovered herself, smiled be- 
witchingly, and addressing Ulrick, told him, ** She hoped 
he had not practised any too serious conjurations on her 
young friend Emma." 

<* On me !'' exclaimed the light-hearted girl, laughing out- 
right, and 80 loud that her sister and friends were filled with 
alarm, lest it might attract the notice of the crowd below — 
" on \me /" repeated she, indifferent to their apprehensions. 
" No, your highness, Herr Ulrick does not consider me 
worthy of his spells — it is Freda he practises on ; but I 
think he is sometimes caught in his own snare, for one 
seems as much bewitched as the other. Not to speak pro- 
fanely, it reminds me of the old proverb, quoted by Chaplain 
Spangenberg at breakfast this morning, of the devil being 
tricked by Sathanus." 

" For shame, for shame, Emma !" said Fredolinda, in 
most tale-telling confusion, ** you speak too lightly on seri- 
ons subjects — you make too free with names — I do not mean 
mine — or — cousin Ulrick's, but — but — *' 

•' That most respectable potentate the king of darkness, is 
it not, sister V and another laugh followed this commentary 
on poor Freda's confused reproaches,, at which even the 
duchess and Agnes smiled, though not "righte merrilie dis- 
posed," as the old chroniclers at times represent their happy 
heroines. Young Ulrick, who was ready enough in repartee 
or remark on common subjects, seemed absolutely stulti- 
fied whenever he was placed, in presence of others, by any 
means in juxtaposition with his heart's idol. He now stood 
silently, and with the look of a criminal whose conscience 
will not suffer him to plead not guilty. 

"Thou art a happy and a giddy creature, Emma," said the 
duchess, with a heavy sigh, which was far less the breath of 
envy than of self-conscious comparison. 

" I know I am, dear Duchess Anne, I confess my errors ; 
and only wish Martin Luther, Pastor Spangenberg, and the 
rest of our reverend reformers, had not preached down in- 
dulgences, when they preached up heresy. I am sure that I, 
and Ulrick, and Freda, and many such sinners " 

** Emma, Emma! I must stop that wild-going tongue of 
thine. Remember that our dear father and the venerable 
chaplain of Mansfeldt are closeted in the book-room close 
by, and were they to catch these irrevereud words " 

♦'Nay, Freda, i must interrupt in my turn, aye, and re- 
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lifove too ! this is hypocrisy, sister of mine, and shifting oft 
the shoulders of thy neighbours what is, mayhap, too iieavy 
for thine own. My father and our reverend old guest are so 
closely shut up together — and thou knowest it — that neither 
sight nor sound can enter, lest the abominations of this grand 
ceremony might shock their eyes or ears." 

•* Hark !" said Freda, " the little bell rings again ; and 
see the surpliced boys are throwing up the silver incenso- 
ries towards Heaven. How beautiful is that perfumed 
vapour floating on the air ! How sublime that living mass, 
bowing down at once to the earth ! How impressive that 
faints tinkling sound, amid the stillness of the crowd !" 

"How much more odorous, and beautiful, and solemn, the 
offeringr of a single heart, in loneliness and silence, without 

farade or pageantry ! at least so I have been taught, and so 
feel," said Agnes, turning aside and abruptly checking the 
animated discussion she felt herself inadvertently led into. 
' "And I too," rejoined Freda; "that is my creed also, 
dear Agnes, when I do not look on those exciting spectacles. 
But they carry me away — I know not why or wherefore," 

" You are an enthusiast, Freda." 

"Perhaps so; but look down on those thousands, see 
how they are all absorbed alike, rich and poor, young and 
old !" 

" With the exception of our dread sovereign, yonder," said 
Emma; "for he still stares at us, as if this balcony was hea- 
ven itself. 1 am sure he takes us for angels. He has abso- 
lutely forgotten to kneel down, while all the rest bend to the 
very rushes that cover the dust." 

" If cSmmon report be truth, 'tis not the first nor the fif- 
tieth time that gallantry has made him forget religion," said 
Ulrick. 

" What a shame, for so old a man and a prolate !" exclaim- 
ed Emma. 

" What a pity rather that the same individual should ever 
be prince and priest together, the prescription of one station 
running counter to the duties of the other!" observed Agnes. 

"Falls in love! oh, shocking!" uttered Emma, in reply 
to some whispered remark of her cousin. 

" Poor man ! perhaps he cannot help it," said Freda, in a 
tone of half languishing sympathy, that made her sister laugh 
once more, and all the others smile again. 

" The procession is preparing to move on. Pray, Herr Von 
Leckenstein, can you be so good as to name those seigneurs 
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who stand close to the prelates ? they are the other eommis- 
sioners, no doabt 1" asked the duchess. 

'* They are so, madao^,'* replied the young student, moving 
close beside her, and mentioning the names of the most pro- 
minent members of the conference ; coupling with each some 
quaint remark, that often made the duchess smile, and all 
through fixed her attention to what he uttered. While he 
talked as if inspired by the honour of such close intercourse 
with a lady of such high rank and such rare beauty, she 
listened as though she had altogether recovered from her late 
anxiety. 

In this way Ulrick passed in review the Dukea of Terra- 
nova and Arschot (the representative of Philip II. of Spain 
and M athias the Archduke of the Netherlands) the Bishop of 
Wurtzburg, Count Otto of Schwartzemburg, and a long train 
of noble, reverend, legal, and literary functionaries, the greater^ 
part of whom he knew by name; and even when he did not, 
he was rarely at a loss for trait of invention, encouraged by 
the amusement he seemed to afford his fair listeners. 

Freda, influenced it might be by slight pique or passing 
jealousy at her lover's attention to another, gave the least no- 
tice to his observations, and seemed overpowered by the im- 
posing grandeur of the spectacle, and the pious or proud 
bearing, as it might be, of the chief actors in it. As few of 
those persons have more than the floating interest of the mo- 
ment, either in our memory or in the progress of our tale, we 
pass by the various observations they called forth, as well as 
a minute description of their persons. One of them, how- 
ever, being paramount in our consideration, we must record 
one passage more of the irregular conversation that r^ated to 
him. 

The head of the procession had moved away, and was lost 
in the narrow street that led from the platz, or square of Saint 
Columba. Ulrick was continuing his strain of lively remarks 
on each new passer by, and had now descended from the rank 
of princedom and nobility to the files of burgher aristocracy 
which had succeeded them. His four listeners seemed think- 
ing only of his strictures on the corporation pride, or factious 
perversity, of these citizens, when Agnes suddenly asked 
him, 

»* Pray what is his age at present 1" 
. "Whose age, madam V demanded Ulrick, surprised at 
the abrupt and irrelevant question. 

*» Qh, the archbishop'^"-T-. 
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'< Fair.eountess, there were three in the procession." 

»* Well, well, the elector's V 

<* Madam yoa must fain remember that two prince-electors 
walked side by side just now." 

^* I mean your own sovereign, Herr Ulrick ; but the ques- 
tion was one of mere curiosity — 'tis 9f no matter." 

'* Really, Agnes, if that said sovereign of ours paid you 
homage, you seem to have sworn him allegiance. His ex- 
clusive looks are answered by exclusive thoughts," said Em- 
ma, with an expression that would have been malicious, if so 
kind a heart or so pretty a face as hers could have suggested 
or expressed anything unamiable. Ulrick, wishing to relieve 
Agnes from a raillery which evidently embarrassed her, an- 
swered her question. 

*^ Our elector reckoned thirty-seven summers last August, 
according to the calendar, but is at least a dozen less in cha- 
racter and habits, if hearsay belie him not." 

'^Thirty-seven only ! and is this what Emma calls so old 
a man T 1 should have thought him older," observed Duchess 
Anne. 

"Yon did not mark him closely," said Agnes; "he ap- 
peared to me younger." 

♦* In truth," rejoined the duchess, " I looked more at his 
sumptuous garments than at bin), and not much at either, for 
my eye sought another object." 

"And, happily I should think, did not find it, dearest 
Anne," whispered Agnes, pressing her friend's hand ten- 
derly. 

" My own, my best friend ! no one knows me like you," 
replied the duchess, in the same tonb, returning the pressure, 
and involuntarily expressing in her looks the heart's pain 
which sympathy softens but cannot neutralize. " Oh, Ag- 
nes," continued she, " how I long to unborthen my breast to 
you wholly !" 

" We shall soon^nd a time," replied Agnes, turning away 
towards the sisters and the student, lest they might observe 
the duchess's emotion, and also from her interest in the sub- 
ject they continued to discuss — the appearance and character 
of the archbishop. 

" Oh, the latter certainly," said Freda, in reply to Ulrick's 
question, whether she thought the subject of their remark had 
more the bearing of a pious prelate or a proud prince? " He 
wore his mitre as if it were a crown, and he had none of that 
air of mock or real humility which sat so ill on the other two. 
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While his commanding figrnre, though encambered by his 
robe, and not more than the middle height—" 

«♦ Rather under it," said Ulrick. 

<* Indeed ! I should have said above it/' exclaimed Asrnes. 

"That's only ffraleful of you Agnes, for you certainly fill- 
ed a larore space in his highness's eyes," observed Emma, in 
her half careless, half cunning way. 

"The drapery of his vestments, and the form of his mitre, 
add apparently to his stature," said Ulrick, not regarding 
Emma's words or looks, and as if glad to interpose between 
them and Agnes, whose natural fine colour received a deeper 
tinge, from every passing breeze of her young relative's rail- 
lery. 

"I should rather," said she, " attribute the effect to an in- 
nate sense of superiority, which naturally gives the carriage 
an elevated air;" and as Agnes uttered the opinion, she in- 
advertently illustrated it by a proud, but by no means affect- 
ed, movement of her whole person, which did not exceed the 
common height of well-grown womanhood, and which, it may 
here be added, was a model of delicate yet voluptuous pro- 
portion. The Duchess of Saxe-Coburg was taller, slighter, 
and, in the common notion, of more dignified mien. Neither 
of the sisters were quite as tall as Agnes ; but they had re- 
spectively two or three years to grow up to her stature. To 
surpass her in graceful elegance of form was only in the com- 
pass of a miracle. 

"There is, no doubt, much truth in Countess Agnes's re- 
mark," said Ulrick ; ** the elector is of a great and confident 
ambition. He notoriously considers his career a doomed 
one, and is said to have never yet failed in any object of his 
life, public or private." 

"A doomed career 1 on what grounds 1" asked Freda, 
caught by the romvntic notion. 

" Your highness has no doubt heard the incident of Arch- 
bishop Ghebhard's early lifel and Cofntess Agnes too, 
perhaps?" asked the student, turning to the stranger ladies; 
they bowed assent. 

" But 1 have not, Ulrick," said Freda, somewhat reproach- 
fully. 

" Nor I," eohoed Emma; " they never tcld us those heart- 
stirring stories in the convent." 

"Truly fair cousins," rejoined Ulrick, with a serious and 
half-dissatisfied tone, " what ye have already heard and seen 
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of his highness and of his character seems to have filled your 
minds altogether." 

" Jealousy, jealousy !" exclaimed Emma, with her usual 
lau^h of most genuine and musical enjoyment. *^ Cousin 
Ulnck already jealous, and of the old archbishop ! Nay, nay, 
do not look angry, or knit your brows at me, Ulrick. No, 
nor throw that coaxing leer now, to bribe me to silence — it 
is true — it is true ! Cousin Ulrick is jealous of the arch- 
bishop I" 

** You had better tell her the story," said Agnes, smiling 
the while. The duchess did as much. Even Freda enjoyed 
what she thought a just punishment to herlorer; and he, 
feeling that he looked foolish as well as faulty, agreed with 
Agnes; and with a forced laugh endeavouring to silence the 
real one he had raised, he related the well-known anecdote, 
that while Ghebhard Truchses, then only a simple canon 
just in orders, happening to be present at a fete given at Ant- 
werp to the Archduchess Anne of Austria, and passing under 
one of the triumphal arches erected in her honour, a scutcheon 
with the armorial bearing of the Electorate of Cologne, 
which with those of the other princes of ^the empire formed 
part of the decorations, fell on his hat but without doing any 
injury. He instantly declared that it was a presage of his 
future greatness ; and following up the omen, he never paused 
in his efforts, until, by his talents and the influence of his 
friends, he obtained the important dignity which made the 
emblazoned honours his own. 

*' What a noble character of energy and courage that must 
be !" exclaimed Freda, glowing with the generous sympathy 
of an enthusiastic mind. 

** Did you know a thousandth part of the obstacles that 
opposed his path, and the difficulties that even now beset 
him in maintaining his dignity, you would feel even more 
strongly for him, dear Freda," said Ulrick, catching the im- 
pulse which inspired her. 

'* 1 know he has many enemies in this bigot city. Why 
does he not confte here oftener )" 

"You have just given the reason. He hates the place, 
and I might add all in it, with the exception of your father 
and a few other faithful friends." 

" And therefore he resides at Bonn 1" 

" Exactly, where, even, he does not sleep on a bed of 
roses." 

" You sometimes see the elector at Bonn !" asked Agnes. 
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" He occasionally admits me to the honour of dining at his 
table." 

"Yon know him personally, then ?" said Acrnes; bat she 
checked the questions that were rising to her lips, recollect- 
ing that the laughing eye of Emma was fixed on her, and 
her tongue still untied. 

At the same moment Duchess Anne caught her arm with 
a convulsive grasp, uttering some imperfect exclamation, 
while she quickly turned her look from the street, and left 
the balcony in evident agitation. But having found a seat, 
she instantly recovered herself, and assured her alarmed 
friends that sh^ia^ only suffered from a momentary pain- 
in side or head — she forgot which, it was so rapidly over. 
And she insisted and implored that they should all resume 
their places, and observe the conclusion of the procession. 

There was something too serious in her' manner to admit 
of refusal or delay. Agnes and the others stepped back into 
the balcony, and thence turned their looks again beyond ; 
nothing remarkable caught their eyes, till in the very closing 
ranks of the cortege they observed a carriage so remarkable 
10 its equipment as to excite in the throng around it, an as- 
tonishment and curiosity still greater than their own. It was 
covered with gilding, and so splendidly ornamented that it 
seemed, with its six milk-white horses and richly-liveried 
lacqueys, to have been produced by the wand of some en- 
chanter, Cologne had never seen any equipage half so ele- 
fant ; and it was escorted by twenty mounted cavaliers, all 
earing the same distinctive badge and colours, which pro- 
fusely glittered on the vehicle itself. 

Within it reclined, in an attitude of cold dignity, as if un- 
conscious of its greatness or indifferent to the wonderment it 
caused,, a man, magnificently dressed, of a good person, but 
a countenance neither handsome nor pleasing, and of about 
thirty years of age. As his equipaire and train defiled under 
the balcony, he took off his plumed montero cap, rose in his 
seat, and with easy condescension saluted the group above. 
They returned his bows by gentle inclinations of the head ; 
and silently wondering at this splendid apparition, they fol- 
lowed it with their eyes till it had quite disappeared; the 
sounds of the musicians and choristers gradually dying away 
in the distance, the crowd silently moving on, and soon leav- 
ing St. Columba's platz quite lone and deserted. Then only 
did the young friends join the duchess, who received them 
fis usual, with forced gaiety and wo-concealkig smiles. 
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CHAPTER III. 



Within a couple of hoars following the scene we have just 
described, the procession had trained ils slow length through 
the principal streets, halted at the several stations, and final- 
ly reached the cathedral, that sublime abortion of architec- 
tural magnificence, which beginning to crumble ere it could 
be completed, stands a rare monument of the too ambitious 
fate of genius; for the name of him who planned the mighty 
structure is now as unknown as those of the ignoble artisans 
^ho raised its hundred columns, the clustered shafts and 
flower wreathed capitols of which look like the petrified sec- 
tion of some giant forest. Many another moral may be found 
by those who seek for such, in this vast emblem of sectarian 
power, stricken midway in its path of pride. And what 
lessons of taste does it not convey 1 not merely to the votary 
of art who lauds its light-sprung arches, its groined ceilings, 
its chiselled pillars, or its massive walls, but to the worship- 
per of nature, who sees even in the corruption of decay such 
exquisite traces of beauty. There is not a ruin of the Rhine 
-—and where do they abound so beautiful as on its banks ? — 
that does not tell us, like this mightiest of them all, that time 
is the true master of the picturesque. He does not sweep in 
vulgar flight, the common-place devourer of man^s triumphs. 
Even where he destroys he defaces not. Every mark of his 
tooth leaves a trait of loveliness, every feather of his wing a 
tint of grace. 

The solemn service of high mass, in which the several 
dignitaries before-named all bore a part, had now fitly con- 
cluded the ceremonies of the day ; the dense masses of 
spectators which filled the cathedral gradually melted away 
into fractional groups ; and appetite, which disperses a crowd 
quicker than the riot act, and attracts individuals to their 
homes more surely than any other sense of duty, began to 
^ezert its universal influence. Carriages were in waiting at 
the doors of the holy structure for the several high person- 
ages. They all soon reached their various residences. We 
must accompany him who interests us most, the Elector 
Ghebhard, and fancy ourselves arrived with him at the old 
and gloom-inspiring archiepiscopal palace. It must be ob- 
served, that as the state carriage conveyed this sovereign 
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through the streets of the chief city — though Bonn, as being 
his residence, was considered the capital — no gratulatory 
shouts or popular compliments gave him escort. Instead 
of those sounds, the most grateful to the ear of power, the 
clattering hoofs of his soldier guard, the rattle of their 
armour and accoutrements, and the brazen-breath fanfare of 
noisy trumpets, were the only signal of his progress. Few 
doffed their caps, or stopped on the way in token of respect; 
and even those who did so were more influenced by vene- 
ration for the mitre than attachment to the man. But none 
bowed to him in real reverence, and *^ not one cried God 
bless him !" 

The elector seemed little affected by these silent evi- 
dences of unpopularity, yet there was at times an involuntgCry 
frown on his haughty brow, and his sensual lip was now and 
then slightly curled, when some rude fellow gave too evident 
a token of disrespect. As he alighted from his, vehicle, and 
mounted the palace steps with an air of bold authority, a rough 
voice from one of the bystanders muttered some words, of 
which he caught only the last spoken. 

** A heretic in his heart ; but we shall soon have a true be- 
liever in his place." 

As Ghebhard caught this plain allusion to his religious 
principles and open threat against his authority, he stopped 
short, sternly fixed his eyes on the speaker, and then, re- 
suming his way, entered the palace porch, and passed on be- 
tween files of liveried serving-men, into an attendant group 
of household ofEcers and other members of his princely es- 
tablishment. 

Scarcely had he disappeared among his train, when the 
same voice which had uttered the insulting words, cried out 
loudly, 

"Long live Ernest of Bavaria! Long live the Bishop of 
Liege !" 

And shouts soon arose, mingled with expressions of still 
more direct sedition. 

" l)own with the mitred heretic ! Down with false Gheb- 
hard ! Ernest for ever !" were now the watchwords of riot. 
The stragglers, who had acted with no premeditated plan, 
pressed round the portico of the palace ; and he who had 
begun the tumult led the way, with violent gestures, calling 
aloud to the others to " follow him and do justice on the 
tyrant renegade within." 

At this critical moment the young lieutenant who com- 
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manded the elector*e cavalry escort ordered his men to charge 
at once upon the rioters. These were no times for forms of 
civil ceremony. The sword blade, the lance's point or the 
trampling hoofs of the horses, were the warning summonses in 
the name of the law, for the law was little better than brute 
force. And sooth to say, the bold burghers of those fighting 
days did not stand on nice points of etiquette, "When they 
in their turns assailed the hired heroes of feudality. Blud- 
geon, and bill, and axe, or any other tool of civil war, were 
readily grasped and promptly brought into play, in the eter- 
nal tumults of the good old times ; and a sudden whack on 
the morion, a cleft skull, or maimed limb, was often the first 
notice given to the earliest victim of a popular revolt. 

In the present instance a rapier, guided by a nervous arm, 
laid its sharp length on the countenance of the rude leader 
of the mob, before he had time to repeat his war cry ; and a 
gash of most frightful dimensions from brow to chin, gave 
him wherewithal to remember the day to his life's end, 
whenever he trimmed his beard or anointed his mustachios 
before a looking-glass. His unprepared and frightened asso- 
ciates fled like scattered sheep in all directions. The officer, 
not liking to risk his troops in the narrow and lane-like 
streets around, ofiered no pursuit. The wounded culprit 
was carried off to prison, and the rest of the city knew 
nothing of this local accident, for such it was, and no more. 

But the elector, attracted to one of the windows by the 
tumult, had seen the greater part of the transaction ; and he 
resolved to reward, in his own way, and on the spot, the 
active exertions of the lieutenant. He ordered him to be 
brought into his presence ; and the young man, on entering 
the chamber, to which he had retired, found him, with the 
aid of his valet, throwing off his heavy and thick-embroider- 
ed vestments with a careless air. 

** So, young sir," said the elector. •* How comes it that 
you, with such slight ceremony — ^" 

" May it please your highness, they told me to enter. It 
is not my fault," exclaim^ the oflicer, in alarmed mistake 
of his sovereign's meaning, and in ignorance of his peculiar 
manner. 

" Nay, stay where you are. I would talk with you," said 
the latter, stopping the lieutenant's cjuick movement of re- 
treat. «* Why was it that you, with so small respect, 
charged on those worthy citizens." 

" Worthy citizens Y Did your highness but" — 
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*« And gave such a rade token to that huge artisan of the 
temper of your rapier and your own V 

*«The ruffian dog apoke treaaon— rank treason, your high- 
ness, and I cut him down." 

*' What were his words V 

** What it is little meet your princely ears should be 
shocked with hearing. I dare not repeat the offensive out- 
rage. The foul-mouthed villain met but his just punish- 
ment; and if I have done wrong, I am ready to meet mine.'* 

The high-toned sincerity of these words was pleasant to 
the elector's ear; he saw with a glance that such a quick 
spirit might be wanting in the days which were at hand, and 
he resolved to cherish it. He looked on the young man with 
an encouraging smile, and his smile was, when he chose it, 
of sweet and powerful expression. 

<* You have done gallantly and well in this small matter," 
said he, graciously, " which gives proof of what I may ex- 
pect from you on greater occasions. What is your name 1" 

'* I am called Caspar von Heyen, may it please your 
highness." 

** It pleases me that you shall be henceforth called Cap- 
tain von Heyen. Such is your title from this hour; and 
until your new warrant can be made out let this signet, 
which I give you in the warmth of good-will, and with all 
the privileges it confers, be the token of your rank. I shall 
expect you to dine with me to-day, and in half an hour, re- 
member. 

The young man, overwhelmed by this unlooked-for turn in 
the tide which had appeared the moment before to be setting 
so strongly against him, was unable to make any reply, and 
stood motionless on the spot. 

"I know all you would say, and 1 will say it for you — to 
myself, gallant captain," said the elector, smiling again, 
bowing graciously, and retiring, followed by his valet to an 
inner room. The new-made captain recovered. Jiimself as 
well and as quickly as he could, put the precious ring on his 
finger, and stalked forth from the palace to change his buff 
doublet and huge trooper's boots for a more seemly dinner- 
suit, swelling with that bloated loyalty which is compounded 
of grateful feeling, self-applause, and tickled vanity." 

" Ah, my friend ! art thou here already 1" exclaimed the 
elector, as he entered his private cabinet, and found it occu- 
pied by a person of noble mien, richly yet plainly dressed. 
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and of about his own age, into whose embrace he almost 
sprang. 

** Dear Nuenar, this is prompt and kind ! I could scarcely 
have reckoned on an answer to my summons, and here thou 
art !" 

*' Ghebhard, thou camest as quick, and quicker in my time 
of need — would that I had the might as I have the will to 
serve thee." 

** Thou hast it Nuenar, and I need it all. Sit thee down 
and list to me. 

Count Nuenar obeyed the wish of his old and intimate 
friend ; while the elector, dismissing his attendant, walked 
to and fro, disencumbering himself of the remainder of his 
gaudy trappin^^s, and talking the while. 

*^ My brow is easier, now that I have doffed the mitre ; see 
Nuenar, what a mark it leaves on my front," and as he 
spoke he stopped before a high and broad mirror of great 
value and rare dimensions, which stood in a richly-carved 
frame against the wall. 

" Aye, now I look once more like a free man ;" continued 
he, ^^ thank Heaven, I have cast aside for a while those 
trammels of church pride! What a penalty I pay in those 
restraints, for the power I enjoy." 

" Dost thou enjoy it, Ghebhard ?" 

*'Do I? aye, Adolphus, in my heart's heart! Is it not 
glorious to lord it over the base herd — and more so still to 
raise up honest worth, and make a warm heart grow warmer 
with joy and pride % Even this very instant here, just as I 
entered, I was able to do both, and that without an effort, by 
the mere force of the station——" 

"Thou hast so hardly earned." 

** True, Nuenar ! and which " 

" Thou wilt find it harder to preserved 

" 'Tis even so, good Nuenar, and it is for this thou art 
here to-day." 

" Has anything strange occurred % Hast thou unravelled 
any fresh intrigue ? 

" The designs of my enemies now require no unravelling, 
nor is there any novelty in their base acts. This whole city 
is a mass of open treason." 

" And yet the emperor has sent thee hither, as his umpire 
in the conference !" 

"That I might commit myself in some way with my 
colleagues, or break into open rupture with the chapter, or 
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that begffarly town eoancil, which dares to thwart every 
measare 1 propose, even for their own gfood." 

**Aod wnat is the object of all this? where would they 
have it end 1 How comes the emperor, even, a party in the 
eabal V 

*'The object is my ruin, and the cause, as I am told, envy. 
My friends here and elsewhere say that sdl is eentred in that 
one word ; that I am hated by high and low, because they 
feel me — as I feel myself! — to tower above them all — in mind 
at least, if not in might. But that too may come, and even 
this cringing nuncio crawl at my footstool yet !'* 

"Ah, Ghebhard ! Ghebhard ! Docs thy ambition take 
that flight again ? 1 had other hopes for thee." 

"Hark thee, Adolphus; I must have power, or I die! I 
have not yet half drained the intoxicating draught. I would 
be emperor or pope — aye, or higher still, if worldly rank had 
yet a loAier station. Nay, look no reproof, my friend, for I. 
am not false to my opinions nor my pledge. I laugh at, 
even while I loathe, the corrupt abuses of this church in 
which I am a hierarch. I love reform as well as thou dost, 
all Lutheran as thou art. Every act of my authority leads 
to the adoption of the new doctrines throughout my fief; but 
I cannot turn the flood of public feeling, I must wait till it 
comes to the full, and take it at its ebb." 

"And yet thou wouldst ba pope? thou wouldst wear 
away the impress of the mitre by the tiara's still heavier 
weight !" 

" "Tut, tut, Adolphus," exclaimed the elector, laughing, 
" thou art too precise — thou takest a passing word, the mere 
type of an ambitious thought, as though I had sworn it for 
my creed ! I said I would be pope or emperor, mark ye, yet 
no man can be both, nor do /look to be either, believe me, 
my too matter-of-fact friend. In short, Nuenar, I know not 
rifirhtlv what I say, for I am not quite certain of what I feel. 
My blood is boiling — this whole scene to-day excites me to 
the utmost*— and one bright vision which crossed the proces- 
•ion's path, has out-shone even all the splendour of Heaven 
and earth, and set my mind a-flame." 

"A vision?" 

"Oh, Adolphus, how thou wouldst pin me down to terms 
and definitions ! Well then, it was, in good faith a form of 
almost visionary brightness and immortal beauty." 

"Oh, a woman!" 

"A woman! an angel, Adolphus! I gasied on her with 
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special wonderment and delight, and from a mixed feeling ; 
for did I not know that tho nnfortanate Qaeen of France, or 
of Scots, as they choose rather to call her in E norland, was a 
dozen years older, and in close durance there, 1 could have 
sworn she stood to-day (as I saw her of old in the Louvre 
ffallery) in the open balcony of our good friend Conrad von 
Kriechlingen." 

" I never saw the hapless Mary Stuart." 

*.' Nay, but hast thou seen this younger, and full as beau- 
tiful copy of that fair model ? That is more to the point." 

*^1 know not exactly at what point thou wouldst aim, 
Ghebhard; but belike it was Duchess Anne of Saxe-Coburg 
who caught thine eye to-day. A letter from von Kriechlingen 
tells me she comes to visit at his house, during the sportive 
mummeries of this mock peace-making." 

*' No, it could not have been she that so struck me, though 
doubtless she was among the group. The brilliant creature 
who so enamoured — I would say. so pleased — was not a 
married woman." 

" How knowest thou that 1" 

** By having marked the cross of a canoness, which lay on 
her fair and heaving bosom." 

<' Then it was the daughter of John George of Mansfeldt, 
who so fixed you," said Nuenar, amused but nothing 
surprised at the graphic minuteness of his more ardent 
friend. 

<^ I knew not he left a daughter — ^has she brothers 1" asked 
Ghebhard quickly. 

♦* She Aa», three, at your highnesses service," replied 
Nuenar, with an emphasis, and something like a serious 
smile, the meaning of which the elector knew, but seemed 
not to heed. 

** Are those young men provided for ? 
' «* Not all, as I have learned — wouldst thou be willing to 
dispose of them 1" 

** Count Mansfeldt was a gallant knight; the emperor 
ought not to neglect his children," said Ghebhard, with a 
careless air, adjusting his dress before the mirror, and 
seeming to disregard the half sarcastic tone of his friend. 

** Wert thou emperor, Ghebhard, his daughter would be—" 

*' High in my favour most surely, if her merit bears even 
small proportion to her beauty ; for that, 1 confess myself to 
worship. Adolphus, she is divine!" 

♦* I doubt it not," 
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** If thoa didst Hwere a heresy worse thao that tboo art 
eoDvieted o£ But enough of this canoness. I hare had 
sufficient of sacred subjects for to-day, and must pre the 
rest of it to secular conceros. Ob, Nuenar !" continued the 
elector, a serious air suddenly succeeding to the tone of ban- 
tering pleasantry which he had just assumed, and as he 
spoke he flung himself on a couch beside the chair occupied 
by his friend, '* Is it not hard, my best friend, that ] cannot 
be in all things what I would be, and that even in what I am, 
I cannot be quite what I wish ? What wild thoughts flicker 
in my brain ! I sometimes fancy myself more than mere hu- 
i&aoity ; yet often, alas ! sink down to less. I feel as though 
my mind were cast in a mould too large for mortal man's ; 
as if the molten ore of intellect and passion failed, ere the 
cavity was filled, and left the plan imperfect. Every bound 
of my heart tells me I was meant for happiness : yet I never 
have been happy. Wild, chequered hours of rapture I have 
felt. Power I have struggled for and gained — gained to a 
small extent. Every impulse of my soul leads me towards 

?renerous deeds. I have done some good, and how been paid 
or it! But, oh, Adolphus, how short of all I would do or 
feel, had I the means of doing or enjoying ! Yet I feel des- 
tined to high things — to the most eminent reach of bliss !" 

The elector started up as he spoke these words, paced the 
room with animated action, and looked as if a futurity of 
greatness and of rapture was visible to his gaze. 

^^ You think me extravagant, Nuenar? unbounded in my 
wishes — unffratet'ul to Heaven for what I have obtained— un* 
worthy, perhaps, of more 1 ' 

^^I think, Ghebhard, you possess much that might satisfy 
a reasonable man, and means, with good management, of 
gaining a great name. Archbishop in your church, elector of 
the empire, one among the princesof Europe, liege-sovereign 
of 300,000 souls, with a fertile territory, fine towns, and 
teeming villages, lord of the Rhine for much of its broadest 
and l&veliest oourse, with large revenues, wide patronage, and 
great privileges." 

^^ And with all, Adolphus, not mine own master ; nay, nor 
even master of myself !' 

** 1 know not the distinction." 

^^ *Ti8 not so subtle, neither. Is not the emperor my liege 1 
but that could be borne. Is not this turbulent city, this sink 
of bigotry and beggary, where monks and mendicants lord it 
with factious burghers — is it not more sovereign over me. 
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than I over itt And am I master of myself t Have not wild 
passions always dragged me or driven me on t Hast not thoa, 
Nuenar, from my eany youth, struggled often to save me 
from my own excess t I know my faults, and thank Heaven 
1 know the luxury of a friendship that lets me give free bent 
to thoQghts which, if suppressed, would choke me.*' 

With these words the elector took Count Nuenar's hand, 
and pressed it firmly between both of his. His phlecrmatic 
friend betrayed no such emotions as beamed in Ghebhard's 
expressive and ever-varying countenance. Even while he 
forcibly returned the pressure, his regular features showed 
no play. His placid mouth did not tremble, nor did his eyes 
appear brighter or larger than before, like those of warmer 
temperaments, which gain lustre and fulness from excite- 
ment. Count Nuenar's mind, was like a bow always ready 
bent. Ghebhard's as the weapon's string, which if not at 
times relaxed, had surely snapped and broken from over ten- 
sion. £ither mind singly might effect much in its respective 
capacity; one in resistance, the other in action. But the 
little enterprise of the first might fail of desired results, with- 
out the stimulating ardour of the latter, which in its turn 
might overshoot the object, if left alone and unchecked by the 
counterpoise. But two such minds acting together for a 
common purpose, had every prospect of success ; and that 
which they were now engaged on, required all their united 
energy and prudence. It was the introduciion of the reformed 
doctrines into the chapter and city of Cologne, and thence 
throughout the whole of that electorate, of which Ghebhard 
was at once tho spirtual and temporal chief. 

This had been the great, indeed the sole object of Count 
Nuenar's life, even before the appointment of his friend to 
the high dignity he had acquired, when scarcely turned thirty 
years of age. Since that period, Ghebhard, whose ambition 
burst through the narrow ways by which it bounded to its 
goal, had laboured anxiously in the cause which reason and 
feeling alike told him to be good. Independent of personal 
pride in his station, he felt sincerely the honour of being in- 
strumental to the -enlightenment of hisjsind. Yet, while ho 
laboured to make men what he believed they ought to be, he 
could not help despising them for being what they were. He 
was not one of those self-dubbed philanthropists who affect to 
oall the beings lowest in the scale of humanity ** brothers,'' 
yet neglect every means to make them worthy of the brother- 
hood ; who whet the passions of the people, as meehanies 
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sharpen their tools, wearing them out while grinding them to 
an edge, and when worn out flinging them aside among the 
wreck and rubbish. 

Ghebhard Truchses was, in short, from birth, education, 
talent, reflection, and impulse, an aristocrat, as who of his 
station in his time — aye, or in ours — could fail to be % Con- 
scious of superiority to the mass of his fellow men, and there- 
fore convinced that gradations in the scale were an inevitable 
law of nature, he felt proudly grateful to heaven for having 
made him what he was, although his impassioned tempe- 
rament led him sometimes, as we have seen, to murmur and 
complain. But he was an aristocrat of bold, broad views, 
not overlooking the defects of those who stood on the same 
elevation with himself, while gazing on the more obvious 
littleness of the classes that moved below him. He would 
have willingly seen all men on a level as to moral rights : 
but the very instinct of self-preservation, as well as the exer- 
cise of reason, told him it was wiser to raise one class up 
than to pull the other down. He knew that the broad mass 
of social material might be fined gradually to a point ; but 
that the apex of a pyramid could not in moral, however it 
might be in mechanical, equilibrium maintain its balance were 
it to be all at once reversed. 

As one of the superior men who, in those early days of 
European freedom, saw even vaguely through the mists of 
political economy, which is in ours, perhaps, degenerating 
into political extravagrance, Ghebhard Truchses is deserving 
of an honourable place in history. As one of those whose 
virtues and faults, whose strength and whose weakness, led 
to adventures and vicissitudes of no ordinary interest, he 
merits at least the place which we would give him in its ro- 
mance. 

The conversation, our relation of which preceded this not 
unnecessary digression, was interrupted by the entrance of 
the kammerrath, the ofl^cial functionary whose duty was to 
announce to his highness the service of the mid-day meal. 

'* Dinner ! already ! I had ^uite forgotten," exclaimed he. 
*' Forgive me, dear Nuenar, if the pleasure of our meeting 
drove from my head all other duties but that of communing 
with and confessing myself to thee." 

1 "Thou art quite absolved, and I not a little hungry," re- 
plied the count; " But after the repast, Ghebhard, we have 
much, very much to talk over« Thou wilt not sit long, near 
let the service linger V* 
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''Were it but in thy honour, Adolphus, the wine-flask 
must cirde'ireely ; but besides thee and Kriechlingen, I 
have bidden several others. Say, sir, are the dinner gruests 
arrived ?" 

''^ Baron Conrad, the Italian count, and the Abbots of St. 
Kennett and St. Mary are already in the withdrawing room, 
waiting your highnesses coming,^' replied the Kammerrath, 
or chamberlain, as we may translate the title. 

<( Body of the saints ! are they ? we must bestir ourselves, 
Nuenar, nor keep these good folk shivering in the damp of 
the mould-tapestried saloons. Let Walram wait on me!*' 
and as the chamberlain retired, the ready valet entered the 
cabinet; and the elector resumed at once the business of 
dressing and the conversation. 

*' Aye ! methinks this violet velvet doublet goes well with 
the white point and spangles, and after all suits me better 
than the cumbrous trappings of my state. What sayest 
thou Nuenar 1 It is Walr^m's own choice. Is he not a valet 
of infinite taste % That nod speaks approval and confirms 
the fiat. My ruff, now, W^alram, and the Venice chain with 
Cellini's last-wrought medallion ; I shall wear them in honour 
of this Italian to-day. Knowest thou, Adolphus, Count 
Jerome Scoti, or Scotus, or Scotin ? I scarcely know which 
in propriety to call him, for he brings me recommendations in 
various languages, and from several countries." 

*' I have no knowledge of any such names. Those travel- 
ling counts by whom thou, Ghebbard, art so beset, rarely 
penetrate my solitude, even by report." 

'' And is it not pity, Nuenar, that a man like thee should 
so bury himself? one so formed to — " 

*' Do better in my retreat for the great cause of moral lib- 
erty, than waste myself on worldly vanities, and be the prey 
of each adventurer that crosses the Alps to infest our cities and 
gull the simple or the vain — the lowly or the great 1" 

There was more animation, and more of reproach, in the 
utterance of these words than was usual in the manner by 
which Count Nuenar was 'wont to check the constitutional 
impetuosity of his friend. But the subject now started was 
a sore one, for he had frequently found it necessary to inter- 
pose between Ghebhard's generous credulity and the baseness 
by which it was abused. 

Of all the princes of his standing, not one was so celebrated 
for all that renders even the most lofty intellects the victims 
of the meanest. His love of literature and the fine arte— 
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his idolatry of talent in men, and of beaaty in women — his 
enthusiastic sympathy with all that he admit^d — his total 
freedom from envy or malice himself, and his slowness to 
suspect it in others — his open hospitality, and his love of 
pleasure, all combined to render the archbishop-elector of 
Cologne the mark of the designing impostors alluded to by 
Nuenar. 

No one, perhaps, had made so many mistaken attachments, 
or been so frequently deceived. The facility of his nature 
not only encouraged but invited deceit. Men are oftener 
knaves from temptation than from temperament; and such a 
character as Ghebhard's generated the evils by which he suf- 
fered, warming into life by its very splendour the reptiles 
which made him their prey. He had been often the dupe of 
men bearing false names, and women with titles to which 
they had no right; but of the crowds who had for years 
thronged his all but kingly palaces, at Bonn, Cologne, Pop- 
pelsdorf, or Bruhl, there were few who did not give him back 
envy for his noble qualities, and who, in doing him wrong, 
did not lay the surest foundation on which to build deep 
hatred. It was thus that he, who of most in his station had 
done the least harm and greatest quantity of good to his fel- 
lows, and had most freely shared his means, and most readily 
exerted his influence to promote their welfare, possessed more 
enemies, perhaps, than any one. But hitherto he had 
thoroughly despised all such. A libel or lampoon caused 
him not the least concern ; and as for more serious attacks* 
he possessed a fund of energy and courage ready to me.et all 
drafts. No one had yet borQe oftener or with more genuine 
dignity the baffled efforts of malignity. But he had yet known 
no reverse. He was buoyed high above the flood of events 
by a firm conviction of his good destiny. He had not yet, 
in fact, been thoroughly tried. He had been so little blunted 
by disappointment, nis heart was still so warm, youth still 
throbbed so high in his pulse, and revelled so stirringly in 
his blood — for youth and age are merely relative terms, de- 
pending not on years but constitution — that he was as ripe 
as ever for a new attachment, as willing to trust, and as ready 
to be deceived. It was in this mood that he was now about 
to form the acquaintanceship of one, whose celebrity is most 
owing to the connexion begun that very day, but who, even 
independent of it, is notorious for being, in the words of aa 
old German author, '' the chief wonder-master of deceit." 
Ghebhard Truohses had in a high degree the quality of 
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enduring advice, or even reproof, from a friend. It must be 
an unkindly mixture of selfishness and sensitiveness that is 
not gratified, rather than hurt, by any such proof of sincere 
regard ; and there was a genuine tone in Count Neunar's 
words that left no doubt of his sincerity. Ghebhard was, 
moreover, pleased at every instance of animation in one so 
phlegmatic, from the natural feeling that makes us flattered 
at seeing in another the reflection oi our own merits, or even 
faults. He only smiled, therefore, at the covert reproach 
contained in Neunar^s allusion, and said in reply, — 

*< As you please, Adolphus; in as far as 1 am concerned, 
lean heavy, spare not. But for a stranger, an unknown and 
untried man, have mercy. This count, though he is an Ita- 
lian, may be honest. His retinue is, I am told, magnificent. 
My letters both from Padua and Salamanca speak much of 
his learning and science, while that from Paris lauds his ac- 
complishments and his honour to the highest pilch of praise. 
Now let's to table ; we will give fair trial ere we condemn — " 

" Or be too credulous. 

** Nuenar, Nuenar, thou art of too cautious a kidney, an 
infidel as to mankind, a very Hussite in unbelief. Didst thou 
know English I would quote thee a verse or two, worthy to 
keep thee in the true faith thou owest thy fellows." 

'^Reoite, recite, and then translate," replied Neunar, 
smiling in his turn, as the elector took him under the arm 
and led him from the cabinet. 

" Here then is the couplet — 

* Leave reasone : believe ; wonder ; 
Beliefe hathe maisterye, reasone is under.' " 

repeated Ghebhard, laughing, as thev walked on through a 
long file of ofiicers and other attendants, lay and clerical : 
and, just as they reached the grand saloon or withdrawing 
room, completing the translation of the English doggrel into 
German prose. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



The household of the elector formed in themselves a 
large party. There were chaplain, and almoner, and lecturer, 
with several other spiritual consumers of worldly things, 
mixed with chamberlain, equerry, grand-master, and groom, 
and a long list of temporal aspirants for the grace of heaven. 
All these, with a dozen or more visitors, the usual number 
on common and quiet days, like the one in question, com^ 
pleted a table of about thirty covers. The grand dinners 
often brought together double that number at the board. But 
whether the company was great or small, promiscuous or 
select, everything was in the truest keeping of splendid en- 
tertainment. 

The elector, accompanied by Count Nuenar, entered the 
saloon, where his officers of state had previously received 
the guests ; and advancing to the circle, he addressed to 
each some phrase of frank yet dignified civility. To the 
Italian count, as of highest rank, and a stranger, he paid 
most marked attention, and gave the most particular wel- 
come. 

This personage was no other than he whose splendid 
equipage had excited so much attention that morning, as it 
brought up the tail of the procession. He was of tall stature, 
slight and well proportioned ; his complexion was different 
from the generality of his countrymen, and his light brown 
mustachios and beard were trimmed, curled, and scented, in 
a manner that proclaimed much care, and was correspondent 
with his whole personal appearance. His dress was of rich 
velvet, glittering with embroidery, spangles, and fillagree 
buttons, yet made in a fashion of such good taste, that nothing 
appeared overloaded or gaudy; several jewels were evident 
in various parts of his apparel, or as ornamenting the three 
or four crosses and stars of different orders, which hung on 
his breast ; and suspended round his neck in a triple coil, 
was a massive gold >chain, "every link of which was a 
thumb*s-breadth wide, and a thumb and a half long," as is 
recorded by a German chronicler, and proved by the portrait 
painted on wood, and presented by the notorious original 
himself to the city of Dantzic, (in the state library of which 
it is placed,) and bearing this modest inscription, ^^ Effig. 
JHReronimo Scotii Placenty On this authority, and some 
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others, we state that the individual in question was not of a 
prepossessing countenance. His long face, pointed chin» 
thin lips, low, flat forehead, and piercing«blue eyes, spoke a 
depth of serious cunning and ignoble prudence, that was 
strongly contrasted with the calm, grave beauty of Count 
Nuenar, and the still nobler but less regular expression of 
the elector's broad and prominent front and features, whieh, 
taken separately were in .no way remarkable, but in their 
combined effect highly so. In every other respect the 
stranger proved himself suited to the level of his host ; and 
he walked first to the diniog-hall, through corridors lined 
with the living pageantry of state, and took his seat at table, 
on the elector's right hand, with the easy good breeding of 
one accustomed to the place of honour. 

The rest of the company showed no person of any interest 
in our story beyond those mentioned, and young Ulrick of 
Leckenstein, whose modesty prevented his mentioning his 
engagement for the elector's dinner, during the conversation 
in the balcony, lest the ladies he spoke with might have 
suspected him of vanity, which was, after all, and quite un- 
known to him, his leading foible. There was one at table 
with him, who soon found it out, and turned it to account, as 
we shall see in the sequel. 

The early part of the repast went over in the common- 
place way usual to dinners in all ages ; appetite being first at- 
tended to and satisfied, before conversaiion or real conviviality 
commences its full flow. But, at the table of Ghebhard 
Truchses, the social delights of feasting were never long kept 
back by grosser considerations. It was there he reigned 
eminently conspicuous for all that was most pleasing in hos- 
pitality, good fellowship, and talent. But his efforts on those 
occasions were more exerted to ^ive scope for the capabili- 
ties of others, tlian to display his own. He always exer- 
cised his own with rare tact, and never more successfully 
than on the present occasion. 

The Italian readily fell in with the humour of his host; 
and in reply to his observations concerning Paris, Padua and 
Salamanca, Hn the several universities of which Ghebhard 
Truchses had pursued his early studies with great honour,) 
he entered on a fund of anecdote and descriptions that seem- 
ed inexhaustible. Nor did he merely speak of things as they 
then were, or in relation to changes which, had taken place 
since the elector had walked the various halls in his student's 
cap and gown ; but he ran fluently back upon the traces of 
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time, spoke on matters of remotest history, and brought for* 
ward scenes and personages of centuries gone by, with a gra- 
phic power that at once delighted and amazed his listeners. 
■ He very soon engrossed the attention of the whole compa- 
ny, for every one present was more or less interested in the 
variety of topics he touched on, embracing almost everything 
in the range of then known science or art. The elector was 
enwrapped in delight ; even Nuenar was won over from his 
predisposition in the stranger's disfavour, and he listened, 
admired, and wondered like the rest. 

"In sooth, count, you do with infinite power raise up the 
images of buried things. A wizard's skill could scarce do 
more," said the elector, as a short pause occurred after one of 
the stranger's spoken sketches, only broken by murmurs of 
applause from all parts of the table. ** And my old master 
of rhetoric, the venerable Joachim Montoni — how you bring 
him again before me ! He is now a most aged man ?" 

*'Not so old, neither," replied Scotus, as we shall call the 
Italian, choosing the termination of the dead, in preference to 
that of the living, language of his country, as most of the 
writers by whom he is mentioned have done, following the 
Latin biographer of Ghebhard Truchses.* 

•» Not old !" exclaimed the elector. " Why when I sat in 
his class at Padua, he numbered at least three score and ten ! 
and it is now — how many ? Eighteen, aye nineteen years 
since then ? Is not that an aged man 1" 

*' Comparatively, yes," answered Scotus, carelessly, but 
with a look of so strange a meaning as made all near him 
stare, first at him, and then at each other. But the Italian's 
look was unexplained, and not commented on at the moment 

** Your highness might, perchance, like to see the profes- 
sor's hand-writing when he was a younger man than even 
when you listened to his lectures ?" said Scotus, drawing 
from his doublet a most antique-looking parchment-covered 
book of small dimensions, fastened with brazen clasps of cu- 
rious workmanship. 

*^I should be glad of any memento of a man I loved so 
well," replied the elector, " and particularly of characters 
traced by his own hand, the letter you were the bearer of be- 
ing Written by that of his secretary. This seems a rare vo- 
lume of manuscript. Its shrivelled leaves have the true 

• De actis et fatis, Gebhardi Truchesii. Davide Koelero. Al- 
torf, 1645. 
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stains of antiquity : it is as old, methinks, as Joachim Mon- 
tini's self." 

«' If your highness were to examine it a little, you might 
believe it to be older." 

*' Ah, here is the professor's signature indeed, and the date 
1527, more than fifty years back. This seems to be a curi- 
ous collection of autographs," remarked the elector, turning 
over the leaves. 

*^ Yes, 1 love to gather these contributions from memorable 
men," 

" Gather their contributions !" said Truchses. " Gather 
them ! Why here is Raphael's ; here Dante's ; here Ariosto's 
name ! 1( gathered, it must have been in the grave !" 

" It is easier to outlive one's friends than to give new lifer 
Co the dead !" said Scotus, with a solemnity of tone so 
strongly contrasted with his previous animation that the 
whole company felt a thrill of awe, in unison with the al- 
most supernatural meaning implied in the expression. 

" Outlive one's friends T — And what are wjs to infer from 
that, count 1" said the elector, smiling as he observed the 
half awe-struck looks of his guests ;— but he could not see 
his own. 

*' Whatever may seem most pleasing to your highness," 
replied the Italian, with an air of resignation and modesty 
that seemed mixed with sorrow. 

'* The great Raphael died full half a century ago ; you are 
not quite so old methinks, count 1" said Nuenar, with a sar- 
castic smile. ^^ 

<' I am glad you find me worthy of a thought, sir," said the 
Italian. 

** And the immortal Dante closed his life in thirteen hun- 
dred and thirty-one, two centuries and a half ago," observed 
one of the abbots who sat on Scotus's right hand. 

**In thirteen hundred and twenty-one, reverend father," re- 
joined the latter, '' and was born in twelve hundred and sixty- 
five. He who followed the hearse of the man, and has rock- 
ed the cradle of the child, may be accurate as to^dates of him 
he loved and honoured." 

The Italian checked himself here, sighed, and passed his 
hand across his brow. No one replied ; no one could, no 
one in fact dared trust themselves to speak. 

At this moment a servant announced to the Italian that his 
secretary waited without, with letters just arrived by the post. 
Scotus, with an air of much good breeding, requested per- 
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mission of the elector to retire, for the purpose of their peru- 
sal. The latter insisted on his receiving, and if he chose it, 
reading them at table. The secretary was accordingly intro- 
daced, and he put several missives into his master's hand. 
Tlie latter placed them loosely before him on the table, se- 
lecting one, which he begged leave to open ; and as the elec- 
tor inclined his head, in persuasion rather than assent, he 
could not help being struck with the address— 

" TO KOBODY," 

which was written in large characters on the back of the let- 
ter. His excited curiosity made him look at the others. 
One was directed in characters which appeared to be Chi- 
nese ; another bore the word '' Cologne," and no more. The 
rest were covered so as to defy casual scrutiny ; but these 
which were visible had all the usual marks of the post regu- 
lations distinctly arid legibly stamped. 

**Does vour highness know that hand-writing 1" asked 
Scotus, as he carelessly broke the seal of another, and shew- 
ed a close written epistle to the elector. 

*< It should be that of his majesty Philip II. of Spain, if I 
err not," was the reply. 

** Vour bighness is right," said Scotus, showing the sig- 
nature of the despot, which Ghebhard was well acquainted 
with. 

*' And this T" continued he, tearing away the heavy seal 
from another, and pointing to the name at foot. 

" That is Elizabeth's of England !" exclaimed the aston- 
ished elector. "^^ 

** Even so," said Scotus. He then placed his letters within 
the breast of his doublet, having hastily glanced at their con- 
tents, dismissed his secretary, who walked carelessly round 
the table, and left the room at the side opposite to his 
master.' 

What were the impressions made, or intended to be made 
by all this ? That the stranger, a man of evidently prodigious 
knowledge and a high osder of talent, was in familiar corre- 
spondence with the most powerful sovereigns existing, had 
been the friend and associate of some of the most celebrated 
geniuses, of present and past times, and moreover, Uiat he 
was at least three hundred years old ! 

That he succeeded to a great extent is certain. Oh some 
points there could be no doubt ; of others there was strong 
presumption. Every one present believed much of what 
they heard, and several were willing to credit all that was 
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implied. It was still a most creduloas age. When we 
throw back oar mind's yision on the fact of history and the 
failings of mankind, and fix it on an epoch so comparatively 
near our own ; when we reflect on the advances made by 
science and the arts, even before those days, on the great 
political events and the vast combinations of mental power 
in action at the very time, and on the marvelloas simila- 
rity of men and measures then and now, we are lost in wonder, 
that the human intellect could, on some points have been so 
profoundly dark, or so copiously saturated with almost in- 
eredible superstitions. 

Among other still common shadows of belief, for they had 
never been embodied into the solid absurdity of ** Articles," 
was <* the grand magistery" as it was pompously called, 
** the philosopher's stone,** another of its vague mystifying 
titles, or the power pf converting base metals into gold, and 
that of compounding the elixir of eternal life. A powerful 
writer of our own day has embodied the miseries of this grand 
secret, in a way sufficient to deter the most ambitious of 
those who laugh atjt as chimerical. But even such a writer, 
two or three centuries back, would have failed to frighten the 
ffreat mass of believers who followed, or were haunted by, 
the phantom. We want nothing more to impress us with 
etmtempt for our kind, than the crowds who are at all times 
ready to live and die for the ^tirrent superstitions of their 
day. There\ was scarce one man at the table of Ghebhard 
Trachses, on that in quesiton, who was not disposed rather 
to credit than to scout the monstrous prodigy of which 
Jerome Scotus was anxious to he considered the illustration. 
Even the electoj himself, elevated as he was in talent, and 
distinguished for his acquirements, was not quite proof 
against the prevalent influence. He saw that his new-made 
acquaintance was, at any rate, a man of more than common 
eapabilities ; and mixed with his cordial admiration of talent 
was that strange and latent waywardness, not uncommon to 
enthusiastic minds, a willingness to be deceived. 

But, however Ghebhard Trachses and his friends miffht 
have been disposed, or acted on, we will not attempt to play 
on our readers by any artifice. We at once denounce Jerome 
Scotus and his doings for what they were; him for a vile 
adventurer, and they a well-woven tissue of cheatery. Readers 
of oar days, or at least thoee for whom we would write, have 
001 sympathy for, and find no charms in, events or characters 
wrapped in a veil of magieal delusions. If our heroes or 
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heroines liave been too credulous, we neither expect nor wish 
our readers to be so too. In striving to give them amuse- 
ment, and perhaps information, we would not treat them as 
dupes. We shall, therefore, detail events, without endea- 
vouring to torture them into mysteries. 

At the period of our tale, and for some time previous, 
France and the more northern parts of Europe were overrun 
by Italian intriguers and impostors, introduced into Paris 
under the patronage of Catherine de Medicis, and thence 
spread abroad in all directions. The cleverness of these 
adventurers was proverbial. There were few of them who 
were not proficient in all the juggleries of legerdemain, who 
could not cast nativities, and make an imposing show of 
knowledge in judicial astrology and alchemy. The most 
highly accomplished of such persons in all those illusory arts 
was Jerome Scotus. He soon made for himself a base 
notoriety ; and his most eminent victims,*in Germany at least, 
counted among tl\|em names in which we hope our readers 
even already feel some interest. 

The first individual of note, on whom he ventured openly 
to practise his arts, was Ghebhard Truchses. He had made 
himself master of the character, tastes, and habits of the 
elector. He had procured some real, and forged other let- 
tors of recommendation for his intended dupe. For he had 
acquired acquaintanceships with some eminent persons, by 
means of his learning, talents, and impudence; and there 
were few of any celebrity whose hand-writing he had not 
seen, and could not imitate. He was aware of the elector's 
predilection for all that was sumptuous ; and the equipage 
and train with which he appeared at Cologne was such as 
would have done honour to a sovereign prince. He had ar- 
rived there the evening before the procession, and had taken 
up his lodging in the house of the burgomaster, Johann 
Hilpaert, one of the wealthiest merchants in the city, and to 
whom he was recommended in the highest terms, by indivi- 
duals of great worth in Hamburg, from which place he stated 
himself to have come in a direct line. 

Now, this Hilpaert, was the most bitter, and withal the 
most powerful, enemy of the elector-archbishop, and the 
leading agent of the town council, in all the intrigues fo- 
mented by Ernest of Bavaria, Bishop of Liege, who, <* no- 
thing loth," was urged on, by both high and low supporters, 
as a candidate for the dignity enjoyed by Ghebhard Truchses* 

The latter had, in his turn* counter*agents in the city, by 
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whoniy and through the mediom of his hoasehold officers, he 
was speedily informed of the movements of his opponents. 
At the important crisis of the congress, when some of the 
wiliest diplomatists of Europe were assembled, when the 
iatrigoes of all Germany, Spain, and the low countries Were 
in active operation, and when every one concerned knew 
himself to move in a maze of trick and treachery, it behoved 
all, and none more than Ghebhard Truchses, to bo on his 
guard, and to counteract by every fair means at least — and 
what a wide latitude does diplomacy give to the term ! the 
chicanery which spread its tangled meshes abroad. It is 
not, then to be wondered at, that the elector had immediate 
information of the arrival of so apparently important a per- 
sonage, and so* large a retinue as clattered up to the gate of 
Hilpaert's residence ; nor that he, in acknowledgment of the 
honourable recommendations sent to his palace almost imme- 
diately by their bearer, had despatched an instant invitation 
for the dinner on the following day, at which we have taken 
the opportunity of bringing the stranger to our readers' 
notice. 

Nor will it, we trust, be thought derogatory to the high 
feeling of our hero, for such is Ghebhard Truchses, if we 

< acknowledge that independent of his prompt sentiment of 
hospitality, there was a less quick but as sure an instinct at 
work, telling him to use his natural right of reducing the 
ranks of his enemies and recruiting his own, by every ad- 
vantageous and honourable alliance. Who or what Count 
Jerome 8cotuB was be knew not quite, from the general 
vague tone of the letters he brought. But as some of them 
bore the signatures of functionaries of the courts of France 
and Spain, he had no doubt of his importance. Of the Ita- 
lian's object in appearing at Cologne at this critical moment 
he could have no fixed opinion ; biut he little doubted that 
they were in some way connected with the proceedings of 
the Congress, although he was no ostensible member of it. 
Political curiosity thus aided the operations of the other 
motives which led to the elector's ready attentions ; and the 
impression made on his energetic sense of action by his guest, 
was such as to decide him to push them to the very limits of 
prudent hospitality. 

Jerome Scotus having, by the tricks of conversation, by 
innuendo and pause and emphasis, grafted on the stock of a 

. ready wit and boundless information, wound up his listeners 
to whatever pitch he chose, soon proceeded to coavince them 
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that he was nota roere pretender-— that he could do as well as 
talk. 

His first trick of legerdemain was practised on the good 
and bold Baron Conrad von Kriechlingen, who sat opposite 
to him, leaning on both elbows, staring with all his eyes, 
twisting his long grizzled mustachios, and moving the lower 
jaw and firm-closed lips, with that species of action which 
in cattle is called chewing the cud. Scotus wore several 
rings, and among others one garnished the thumb of his left 
hand, a brilliant of renfarkable size, so much so that the elec- 
tor, becoming more familiar as the flasks of Rhein-wine were 
quickly emptied and rapidly replaced by full ones, asked per- 
mission of his guest to examine it more closely. When he 
got It into his hands, he found that, however fine the stone, 
the setting was of corresponding merit. 

"This must be Cellini's work?" said he; ** none but the 
wayward head of Benvenuto's self could have imagined, and 
no fingers less expert than his could have wrought such a 
curious and exquisitely carved device." 

'^ It has ever been my pride to encourage rising genius and 
to bear its records about me," observed Scotus, examining in 
his turn the elector's chain and medallion, the workmanship 
of the master-hand just named ; while the ring was passed 
round the table from one admiring guest to another. 

The somewhat inquisitive and not very clear-headed abbot 
of St. Kennett's, the Italian's right hand neighbour, unsatis- 
fied it would seem by what had already taken place relative 
to Raphael and Dante, was resolved to try Scotus's meaning, 
by the test of another chronological remark. 

** You talk, count, oi rising genius," observed he ; " now, 
if my memory does not fail me, your celebrated countryman, 
Cellini, was born in 1500, and died in 1570 ; consequently, 
to have given encouragement to his early efforts you must 
have patronized him full forty years ago ; and methinks that 
is at least ten years more than your baptism certificate would 
count fori" 

*^ Reverend abbot, the hoop in which that brilliant is set 
was chased by Benvenuto's apprentice hand." 

" And yet made to your order, count ?" 

No answer was given to this direct question. The whole 
company looked grave again. But the elector was resolved 
not to let any heavy cloud rest long over his board. He saw 
into the object of his ^uest, as clearly as our readers do by 
this time ; and he individually felt quite indifferent whether 
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Coont Jerome was belieTed to be a man of thirty, or as old 
as Methuealeh. 

** Well, Kriechlingen, is not that a rare gem 1" said he, 
as Baron Conrad eyed the ring, and turned it in his hand 
with great attention. 

** In troth it is, your highness," replied the baron ; <• and 
the ehas^ setting worthy of the diamond. It is long«ince I 
have seen its^ like." 

*' And where, or when, noble sir, hare you ever happened 
to see its like?" asked the Italian, with a look so keen 
as to put the worthy baron in some degree out of counte- 
nance. 

** Nay, I said not I had ever actually seen a gem deeidedlr 
the same ; but yet it seems to me that I once was struck with 
nearly, if not quite such a one, on the forefinger of the grreat 
Maurice of Saxony, brother of the present elector, and uncle 
of the Duchess Anne of Saxe-Coburg." 

** Indeed !" said Scotus, with a sneering tone, ** and are 
you, noble baron, quite sure that the elector's ring did not 
pass into your own possession ?" 

** Into my possession ! I do not understand you, count. 
What do you mean T" 

** Oh, nothing," answered Scotus, with that provoklngly 
cool air which blows the temper of an irritable man into abso- 
lute flame. 

*< Nothing ! what, is it nothing to accuse met"— 

** Hold, hold. Von Kriechlingen !" exclaimed the elector 
with the tone of friendly authority, irresistible to his choleric 
guest—** no accusation could be ventured, no offence meant, 
to your honour in my presence and at my table— -yon are too 
hasty/' 

** I hope I am, your highness, — ^but still, under your favour, 
this insinuation must be explained." 

** Patience, patience, baron, it may explain itself," calmly 
observed Scotus ; while the ring, havm^ made its round, 
reached the abbot of St. Kennett's by his side, the pious 
churchman being at the moment occupied in an interchange 
of sarcastic winking and nodding of the head with his brother 
the abbot of St. Mary's, both not a little tickled at the evi- 
dellt annoyance of Kriechlingen, whom they devoutly hated, 
as the head of the heretic party in the chapter. 

** Verily this is a trinket of worth ; and well might it be 
tor the soul of the Elector Maurice had he offered its likeness 
to the shrine of soma holy saint, instead of wearing it„ in the 
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vanity of his heart, which knew little of the honour due to 
mother church," said the clumsy abbot, taking this round- 
about way of adding to the baron's vexation, and turning to- 
wards his more silent brother for applause, while at the same 
time he laid the ring on the table, close beside Scotus. 

" Holy father abbot," said the latter gravely, ♦* whatever 
may have been the inclinations of the great Maurice, mine 
do not urge me to deck St. Kennett's altar with my thumb- 
ring brilliant, to expiate either the elector's errors or my own. 
Therefore, in all humility, I crave your reverence to restore 
to me the trinket." 

^\ What ! me ! restore it !" exclaimed the priest, bustling 
and fidgetting on his chair and looking among the glasses on 
the table, and in the folds of his robe, with great agitation, 
'* may the blessed eleven thousand be my guard I but I 
placed the gem here, beside you, count, not an instant 
gone." 

'* So !" said Scotus, with the strongest emphasis possible 
to be laid on that favourite and ambiguous German interjec- 
tion — ** Yet it is not there now." 

''Holy St. Kennett! It is not indeed!" cried the abbot, 
his face reddening to a most fiery tinge. 

*' His reverence's countenance, stuck up in the shrine of his 
saint, might rival the great ruby in the crown of King Mel- 
chior, and serve a good turn to Elector Maurice in purgatory," 
said Kriechlingen, across the table, to Nuenar, who with 
more prudence made no reply to the irreverent sally ; not the 
less enjoying the abbot's confusion, and his more suspicions 
temper going even farther than the baron's sarcasm to the 
churchman's disfavour. 

"Why how is this mistake? Let the ring be found!" 
said the elector, turning to the attendants, with a look of se- 
vere authority ; ** there is surely no rogue, nor yet any jug- 
gler in the room ?" 

" Not 80 unlikely — and two fat abbots at the board !" 
murmured Kriechlingen, laughing at length outright, at the 
now boisterous protestations of the churchman that he knew 
nothing of the fate of the missing ring. 

" Heed it not, heed it not, good father," said Scotus, *' it 
is not worthy of a thought, and scarcely of being worn b^ a 
mortal sinner like me, much leas by the effigy of the blessed 
St. Kennett." 

" Not worthy ! mother of man ! it is a jewel of price, and 
if found again«^I warrant me the holy saint will think well 
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of accepting it for an offering— if snch be the meaning of yoar 
words." 

A renewed burst of laughter from Kriechlingen was the 
only answer to this suggestion. 

*' I esteem the bauble as nought, reverend abbot,*' said 
Scotus— ** it will no doubt be found — but in the mean time, 
perhaps, the worthy baron yonder will let us look on its simi- 
litude, which was once the pride of the Elector of Saxony, 
as he tells us 1" 

** What ! do you again utter this insinuation 1" exclaimed 
old Conrad, no longer restraining his ire. ** Do you mean to 
charge me with" — 

*' Pray, Baron, keep cool, and put your hand into the left 
side pocket of your haut-de-chausses," resumed Scotus, with 
great calmness. 

" Put my hand in my pocket ! what would you mean by 

that ? By Heavens !" cried the angry baron, at the same 

moment instinctively thrusting his hand into the ample pouch 
of his wide-<6lashed nether garments — ^as a man is sure to 
touch his chin if another talks of shaving. 

**Eh1 What the fiend ! The holy martyrs preserve me! 
What is this 1" were the next rapid exclamations of the al- 
most bewildered baron, as he pulled out of its hiding-place, 
and held up to view a ring, which seemed identical with the 
article that had caused so much confusion. When he re- 
covered himself a little, and the expression of surprise which 
burst from the company had subsided, he continued, "This 
is witchcraft — this is not fair play ! By the oath and honour 
of a soldier, I know not what to make of it ! Abbot of St. 
Kennett's, you have played me a spiteful trick ! Count Sco- 
tus, what is this 1 Take back your accursed ring, and free 
me from a spell — for such must hang over me." 

The abbot shrunk aside and crossed himself, as Kriech- 
lingen flung the ring across the table. Scotus caught it as it 
rolled towards him, and turning to the elector, said — 

" May it please your highness to permit a hammer to be 
brought me ; I will relieve the conscience of the soldier and 
th#alarm of the priest." 

A sign from the elector sufficed for one of the attendants to 
leave the room, and to return immediately with the required 
. instrument, which he placed in the Italian's hands. The lat- 
ter had, in the mean time, touched a spring, which forced the 
diamond from its setting. He placed the glittering gem on 
his napkin ; and before the elector could interfere to prevent 
the blow, he reduced it to dust by one heavy stroke. 
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A volley of exclamations of surprise and regret burst from 
all sides, but none were so loud, or had their source so deep, 
as those of the Abbot of St. Kennett's. 

'* Holy saints ! what a pity ! A jewel worth a thousand 
motUona (Tor if it was worth one ! Oh, count, why did you 
not rather give it to me for the shrine of my blessed patron, 
than do this— almost sacrilegious deed— this almost hea* 
thenish sacrifice 1 Jesu Maria ! a thousand pieces of gold 
lost to our abbey for ever ! — that is, as I would say, a pre* 
cious ornament of that value at least, lost to the statue of the 
saint. The hand of Satan is in this ; for how else did the 
bauble find its way to the baron's breeches pocket 1 But why 
do I ask ? the evil one and his imps know where to nestle !'* 

To prevent a retort, which Kriechlingen was preparing<^- 
having been set greatly at his ease by the demolition of what 
he considered the enchanted jewel — ^and to give the finishing 
stroke to the wonderment he had already excited, Scotus, 
with the same calm tone he had observed throughout, bogged 
the abbot to be consoled, for that perhaps the gem was not 
inevitably destroyed. 

*^ How not destroyed ?'' exclaimed the dissatisfied priest. 
*^ Did I not seethe precious stone reduced to powder 1 Is 
not its respected dust covered by that napkin, like a winding-- 
sheet over a corpse? Ah, 'twas a wanton robbery of the 
church ! You have not done well in this. Count Scotus ! You 
have not done well in this!" 

** Faith may work a miracle, reverend father." 

*' Faith may work a fiddlestick ! The saints forgive me ; 
but I am sore vexed at this foolish trick." 

'^ Come, father, be of better cheer. Blow a breath on this 
twisted napkin," said Scotus, holding up. his own close to 
the abbot's face. 

" What does this mean 1 Take it away, take it away ! I 
cannot, with patience, see a man play the fool with his own 
fortune, and make light of the saint's loss-^a miracle, in- 
deed !" 

" Nay, blow one breath, holy sir !" 

" There, then, there ; and Heaven forgive your extrava^nt 
mummery, and send you more sense than you seem to want 
money !" said the abbot, disinclined to refuse any» request of 
his now very questionable neighbour, and giving a hoarse 
puff on the napkin, with nil the force of his lungs. At the 
same moment Scotus turned it inside out, by a dextrous twist 
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and a quick shake ; and lo ! the wonderful ring appeared in 
all its brilliancy, shininor in primitive innocence, as though, 
magic had never worked wonders upon it. 

An electric thrill ran through the witnesses of this feat. 
Old Kriechlingen jumped from his seat. The abbot of St. 
Kennett*s fairly started up, and quitted the table abru^Uly, . 
calling loudly on his patron to grant him protection from the 
snares of the evil one, who must, he declared, bo abroad. 
Scotus quietly put his ring on his thumb, shook his napkin 
with an indifferent air, and answered some expressions of 
applause at his dexterity, on the part of the elector, by an as- 
surance that it was but child's play in comparison with what 
he had the gift of performing. 

And this was true. The art of sleight-of-hand, by which 
this clever conjurer had concealed his really valuable ring, 
and made it reappear whole and sound when his trick was 
completed, was but a trifling specimen of his skill, and has 
been a thousand times surpassed since his days. But it was 
first-rate jugglery then. The reader will have divined that 
the accomplice-secretary slipped the counterpart ring into 
the baron's breeches pocket, when he was leaving the room 
after the delivery of the letters to his roguish master, and 
that this counterpart was also a counterfeit, Scotus possessing 
the secret of making false diamonds of paste, a secret prac- 
tised with great effect a century later than his time, by the 
notorious Marquis St. Germain, who sported with many a 
credulous dupe, pretty much in the manner of his great origi- 
nal, and who has had in his turn numerous imitators, up to 
the impostors of our own days. 

"And will not your reverence accept this poor offering for 
the shrine?" said Scotus, advancing towards the abbot in 
mock humility, and holding forth the ring. 

" Offer me no offering ! Avaunt ! *Spage Sathanas /" ex- 
claimed the half-terrified' priest, spitting on the ground — a 
pious, but rather ill-bred species of practical exorcism — and 
retreating towards the door, which had been already gained 
by the abbot of St. Mary's. "The Virgin forbid that our 
saored shrine should be polluted by the devil's handy-work ! 
No, no ! Sooner would I strip the sacred statue stark naked, 
and throw its consecrated treasures into the Rhine, than lay 
a finger on that unholy thing ! Sancta Maria ora pro me /" 

'* Reverend brothers in grace, you do not quit me so soon 1 
Ye will not break up our party for this harmless trait of 
hand-trickery) said the elector, following the retreating ec* 
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olesiastics, with a smile, which he coald not resist, yet meant 
no offence by. <> 

** Not quit your highness, when enchantment wraps you 
round ! not break away from a party in which Beelzebub is 
the chief guest ! Ah, wo is the day, with due respect to your 
highness's station I say it, when magic and sorcery find a 
patron in the archbishop's palace, and heresy is mixed up 
with devilry at the table of our spiritual Lord f 

Nulla salus est in domo 
Nisi cruce munit homo ! 

Alas, and alack for the true faith, when cope, crosier, 
mitre, and dalmatica, are flung aside for temporal trappings 
—when spells and charms ana heathenish signs are fostered 
in the house which should be holy ! Come brother, come ! 
We pray your highness- s excuse — and when we betake us to 
our exorcisms by and by, I promise your highness that the 
sprinkling of the holy water and the prayers for grace shall 
not be unmixed with beseechings to our blessed patron that 
your highness may be snatched from your too manifest delu-. 
sions, for the glory of mother church, and the saving of your 
own soul." 

With the utterance of this tirade, the abbot of St. Kennett 
and his brother-priest hurried away, crossing themselves and 
jostling the irreverend attendants, and repeating aloud frag- 
ments of the saints' litany and counter-spells against magic, 
until they fairly cleared the porch of the archiepiscopal 
palace. 

The half-heretic elector threw up his hands as the church- 
men quitted the room, as if in the action of giving them his 
blessing, but with a shake of the head which spoke the 
mockery that prompted the movement. A burst of laughter 
from all present was the accompaniment. Kriechlingen, and 
Nuenar even, could not resist that unseemly explosion of dis- 
respect to the representatives of the priestcraft whose autho- 
rity they had renounced ; while the reverend individuals of, 
the household, though for the most part Catholics, relieved 
of the presence of those spiritual drawbacks to mirth, joined 
in the loud chorus which they knew well would in no way 
be discordant to their host, in either his temporal or spiritual 
caj^city. 

The places at table were quickly resumed. The depths 
of the elector's cellar poured forth their choicest samples. 
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The revelry went on. Conrad of Kriechlingen was soon re- 
conciled to the trick he had been the subject of, though still 
sorely puzzled by fruitless attempts to fathom it. Count 
Nuenar forgot his anxiety for private converse with Ghebhard 
Truchses. Young Leckenstein was false to an appointed visit 
to his fair cousin and beloved mistress. Von Heyen neglect- 
ed the duty of parade. The whole company in short, were 
spell-bound under the influence of Jerome Scotus ; who, en- 
couraged by the elector, and urged by the rest, continued till 
night had nearly set in to astonish and delight the whole 
party, by feats of skill and proofs of talent, as varied as they 
were wondefful. 
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CHAPTER V. 



It may be well, in reference to the powers and practices 
of our conjurer, and to the effects which they produced on 
the destiny of our hero, to sketch briefly the state of feeling 
which then prevailed on the subject of noagic and its various 
accessories, and to trace the nature of its influence on such a 
mind as that of Ghebhard Truchses. 

In earlier ages than that which forms the epoch of our 
tale, necromancy and the arts of the cabalist were considered 
as philosophical pursuits, rather than as deeds of demonology. 
Theurgy, so often confounded with these, is in its proper sig- 
nification the power of doing supernatural things by lawful 
means, such as prayer to Heaven, acts of penance, and de- 
votional exercises ; and the study of the occult sciences, as 
implied in that term, was far from being considered infamous. 
Their most celebrated professors were, on the contrary, men 
of piety, the cell of the monk being most often the astrolo- 
ger's studio, or the alchymist's den. 

It was not till religious differences opened men's minds, 
while they hardened their hearts, that keen distinctions be- 
gan to be made between what was lawful in science and what 
was not ; that the useful arts were separated from the un- 
holy ; and that men agreed on what should be objects of 
veneration and what of odium. 

The intense avidity with which those studies, in all their 
phases, were followed by the Jews — that race marked out 
for reprobation by monstrous prejudices, which are even yet 
by no means extinct — seems the first cause which excited the 
hatred of the church against them. As long as magic was 
exclusively the pursuit of the priesthood, Christianity found 
nothing in it repugnant to the true faith ; but when the He- 
brew sage turned his deep scrutiny into the fathomless depths^ 
then were its professors denounced as degraded beings, who 
bought their knowledge at the price of their own damnation. 

Yet, even then, it was not attempted to deny the reality of 
the science. The priests, in abandoning it to other pro- 
fessors, took care to encourage the popular belief in its 
genuineness; but that merely to make it and its followers 
objects of abhorrence, and to give themselves the credit of 
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a counteracting power, more mighty than that which they 
renounced. 

It was thus, in the progress of deception, that exorcisms, 
incantations, and counter-charms, came into vogue. The 
church, instead of endeavouring to enlighten the world, drew 
an additional blind before the beam that was beginning to 
pierce through. She long hesitated to call in the power of 
legal statutes or common penalties, to crush the romantic 
superstitions which she preferred to combat by those which 
are called religious. And, therefore, the orthodox world was 
only balanced between two ecjually absurd and baneful at- 
tractions; and the human mmd was pressed down by a 
double weight. 

When, however, the Reformation burst broadly on the be- 
nighted nations, the monstrous monopoly of Rome took the 
alarm ; and bull after bull was launched forth, by successive 
pontiffs, with the avowed object of combining sorcery and 
heresy in a common anathema. Terrific persecutions took 
place on the continent, against those joint abominations. 
Both became equally abhorrent to the good and bigoted Ca- 
tholic, who considered the man that disbelieved in tran- 
substantiation, or ate flesh on a Friday, as on a level of in- 
famy with him who was supposed to have fiends and demons 
at his back, and to have sold himself to the devil for the 
knowledge of the black art. 

The two great sects of Reformers in the sixteenth century 
took diametrically different views of the question of magic, 
as indeed of most others. The Calvinists looked with scorn- 
ful rage upon the venal quackery of the mother church ; and 
considerea her exorcisms, and other rites, to the full as ido- 
latrous as the arts they were directed against were admitted 
to be damnable. The Lutherans, on the contrary, including 
the leading divines of the Anglican church, treated as abso- 
lute impostures those pretended magical powers, which the 
mother church affected to admit that she might turn her 
protection against them to profit ; and which the Calvinists 
fostered the belief in, for the ferocious delight of putting 
them down by persecution. 

It was thus that the juggleries of Jerome Scotus, display- 
ed before the reforming elector, Ghebhard, and his Lutheran 
friends, and the nominal Catholics whose opinions were so 
influenced by his, were considered rather in the light of venial 
tricks than serious crimes. And if some awful misgivings 
arose at times, as to his mysterioas skill, his apparently 
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enormous wefiUh, of his implied pretension to uncommon 
and unnatural age, each man who felt such — and there was 
scarce one who was entirely free from them — strove to shake 
it off, and to combat the doubts which he despised. 

The one exception to this state of feeling was Count Nuenar. 
His stern, dry, and unromantic mind was quite proof against 
the delusions of magic. It was like a rock, through which 
no stream of sentiment or fancy ever trickled. High principle 
was its only impulse, and it repelled every weakness, no 
matter what their source. Nuenar believed this to be the 
realization of true mental greatness. But he was wrong; 
for the coldest temperaments have their delusions as well as 
the warmest. He quite mistook the standard of mortal per- 
fection, which, if there be such at all, admits of no extremes. 
A statue is no more human than a shadow. Some hands 
feel rather like warmed marble than like glowing flesh. And 
the brain that is never obscured by the vapours of fancy, 
can never be refreshed by the dews into which they dissolve. 
These are unconnected and broken images. If put together 
they may give some notion of the character of Count Nuenar. 

We would not willingly tire our readers by this kind of 
moral anatomy. It is better to let our personages develope 
their minds in action. But analysis and definition are indis- 
pensable in the most dramatic narrative. On the stage, their 
placets supplied by actual personification; and in writing 
for that arena, the great skill consists in what to leave 
unsaid. In such as this, it is to say what is necessary, in its 
proper place. Ambitious of that aim, without presuming to 
hope that we take it exactly, we may add a few words more 
as to our hero in contrast with his friend. ' 

Weaknesses of various kinds seem inseparable from minds 
of great energy. We need not ransack history for examples 
— they rise up at every step on the path of life— nor drag in 
metaphysical theories to embarrass what baffles research. 
We sometimes, it is true, meet men who are more like graven 
images of man; beings whose clay seems to have been 
kneaded with some indurating essence, that hardens them 
against the susceptibilities of humanity. Individus^s of that 
stamp may display power, they never reach to greatness. 
But it has been already acknowledcred that our hero had 
more than one weakness ; and, if he had not, he had never 
been a hero of ours. 

Ghebhard Truchses was a believer in destiny. A man 
who w^ ^rmly persuaded that he had started in life under 
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the inflaence of a fayoarable omen, might easily be led to 
belieye— or to wish to believe— 'in good or evil stars, and to 
give credit to the pretenders who boasted a knowledge of 
their mysteries. It was, in truth, this vague and undefinable 
desire to trust to supernatural agencies that acted on Ghebhard 
Truchses, rather than direct and positive belief. His proud 
and ambitious spirit, acknowledging the humiliations of mere 
mortality, longed to feel itself in the care of some occult 
guardianship, even at the risk of being made its sport. He 
was not satisfied with the superintendance of a providence 
that watched over all alike, tie had benevolence enough to 
wish that all men were his fellows, aye, and to labour for 
their improvement. But, conscious oi his comparative ad- 
vantages, he instinctively encouraged the hope that superior 
minds were under separate influences — and this was the 
extent of his superstition. 

A m^n so cunning as Scotus could not fail to discover the 
true nature of this weakness, even had he not been previously 
acquainted with its existence. But aware of it as he was, 
and resolved to work on it for his own designs, he managed 
with great tact the iutroduction of the subject it hinged on* 
He contrived to let astrology slip in, as it were, to the general 
discourse in which he took the lead ; and when the elector 
caught the bait, and urged the question with his usual im- 
petuosity, the wily Italian replied casually and coldly, turning 
into other topics, when he had just said enough to keep that 
predominant in his mind. 

Between the several acts of sleight-of hand with which 
Scotus astonished the company after the departure of the 
abbots, he skilfully introduced anecdotes illustrative of the 
secrets of alchymy and other arts, which, like legerdemain, 
he seemed to have s|t his fingers' ends. The writers on the 
hermetic philosophy were the familiars he called up to aid 
his enchantments. Tremegistus the Egyptian; Geber the 
Arab; Raymond Lully the multiplier; Villanova, Gustehover, 
and a hundred others, were made to dance before his auditors 
in the vapoury maze of their own imaginings, until at length 
every one present, more or less, believed himself convinced 
of 8omething^-*he knew not exactly what — as dreamers con- 
tinue to be, even after their visions are dissolved. 

** Well, count, that fact is explained with truly marvellous 
skill,'' said the Baron Von Kriechlingen, hiccuping the 
while, as he swallowed a bumper from his capacious, thick- 
shanked, and embossed green glass— -'* Marvellous ! There 
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ean be small doobf, methinks, but that that same preparation 
of dooble mercury, which you so clearly prore to have been 
the invention of the learned Drivilian" — 

^'Trevisan, uncle;" said young Leckenstein, who had 
caught up carefully every word that dropped from Scotus, 
by whose side he had for a long time been sitting. 

** Well, boy, with all my heart, Trevisan or Drevizan, it's 
all the same, isn't it ? Isn't it count, I appeal to you — ^isn't 
it all the same ?" 

" To you, baron, certainly," said Scotus. 

** Exactly — and I ani only giving my own opinion, which 
quite agrees with that great alchymist Drevizan, as to the 
effects of this double preparation of scamony"^ 

** A preparation of double mercury," whispered Leckenstein. 

*< Ulrick, don't interrupt me, I say !" exclaimed old Conrad. 
** Am I, your mother's brother, to be whipped up in this — 
hiccup! way — by a snappish boy of a^— hiccup! nephew? 
By the beard of St. Boniface, I'll not bear it ! and as I was 
saying. Count — as I was saying — as— Ulrick, boy, what 
was I saying t Tell me now, out of all your college reading, 
vou idle dog, what is the best stuff to make the real project- 
ing powder-— the lapis Philosophorum % can you tell me that, 
eh 1" 

"Drink, brave Conrad, drink and be wise! Fill, all a 
bumper to the honour of the great Trevisan !" exclaimed the 
elector, enjoying highly the fuddled state of the baron's ideas, 
and cheering him and his companions on, to the running 
down of their own intellects, as a huntsman tantivies bis 
hounds. 

*'But your dooble mercury, and your great Trevisan, have 
not stood the test, methinks? If I have heard aright the 
opinion of his highness just now, the mixture of mercury 
with gold, of Basil Valentine, has the rather obtained his 
noble suffrage," profoundly observed a pursy, drowsy, old 
toad-eater, one of the chapter, who always supported the 
opinion of the man at whose table he fed, bat whose name 
has not been handed down to posterity. 

** I differ— hiccup ! flatly with thaf'-^^aid old Kriechlingen, 
who was one of those independent spirits that invariably 
oppose the last speaker particularly when wine inflamed his 

{pertinacity ; and he had now undoubtedly entered into a new 
abyrinth of explanation, had not the elector stopped his 
coarse. 
*«Come friends, come!" cried the latter, in his dearest 
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tone of convivial melody ; ** no more of this. Wine, wine is 
the true philosopher's stone— for to-day, at least. Let me- 
tals, and alkalies, and vegetables yield their claims for the 
discovery of the grand arcanum. This amber essence of Ru- 
descheim is the true transmuting power, turning our very 
thoughts to gold, and giving to joy an ever-living spring. 
Fill, friends, fill !" 

*' Under your highnesses favour, I — ^hiccup ! I don't agree 
— ^I say— hiccup ! that Hocheimer" — 

'^ His highness is right, his highness is right. Essences 
before alkalies, juices in preference to bodies, were also the 
choice of" 

'* Now, then, a bumper to beauty !" cried the elector, 
knowing well the best method to stop the mouths of both 
the baron and the parasite ; and giving a free flow to his own 
animated and amorous feelings. *' Up, up to the brim ! Let 
each man think of her he loves — or loved — it is a toast for all 
ages — friends do it honour !" And the enthusiasm of the 
elector as he filled and drank, gave proof that the sentiment 
came from his very soul. 

And what man — particularly what German— in those days 
had not done honour to the double inspiration of beauty and 
wine ? Let us give to civilization the credit of its miracles. 
Let refinement receive its due praise, for softening the man- 
ners of mankind, and haHowing the sweet hypocrisies of 
social life. But let us not forget the merits of other times— 
the worth of other systems— the racy vigour with which men 
felt and acted, the bold sincerity with which they spoke and 
sinned. " There is truth in wine," was not then a mere pro- 
verb. It was a reality ; for then there was truth in man. 
His follies and his vices walked the day broadly, like honest 
libertines, scorning to skulk in the twilight obscurity of cant. 
The glaring crimes of those days were more shocking, but 
not half so demoralizing as the mean vices of our own ; for 
they carried their condemnation and their remedy in their 
very doing. The emasculating fopperies, the unsocial chill 
of high, and the servile monkeyisms of middle life, the blight 
of sentiment and passion — ^the selfishness, the envy, the dis- 
simulation of modern times — all these do more to unman 
mankind, than the generous faults ora less deceitful age had 
done to make it monstrous. 

Manners have known so many changes since the world 
l^egan to roll, that it is hard to fix a distinguishing epithet on 
any given epoch. There have been many a golden, and an 
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iron, and a brazen age. Darkness and light have succeeded 
each other in pretty regular succession. But the times of 
which we treat — the midway period between the gloom of 
feudality and the blaze of liberty — furnish scenes and cha- 
racters, free from fierce savageness on the one hand, or 
cunning selfishness on the other. Exceptions there were, 
of course, as there ever must be to general rules. But 
candour, at least, that jewel beyond price, was in the com- 
mon affairs of life, a leading principle. Men avowed openly, 
what, for the sake of morals had better, perhaps, have been 
concealed. But how often is not true dignity sacrificed to 
affected decency ? 

A christian archbishop giving amorous toasts at his own 
table, is a spectacle reV/Olting to existing notions of propriety. 
But we must remember the character of the times as well as 
that of the man, and bear in mind that Truchses was a 
temporal prince, as well as a christian hierarch. 

Among the wassailers who did honour to his highness's 
superior wine, there was not one flincher. Even Nuenar was, 
on such occasions, a true German ; and Scotus, though he 
could not claim that title for excess, easily naturalized him- 
self in any country or custom, when he had an object to gain. 
On the present occasion, he drank deeply and talked warmly ; 
but with little effect on either his head or heart. The dis- 
ciples of modern dandyism could not afiford a more cold- 
blooded illustration of self-command. 

•' Yes, your highness yes ! beauty is divine ;" said he, in 
reply to some glowing phrase from the elector ; *< divine in 
its essence, its attributes, and its powers. Its origin is 
heaven, its temple the human heart. There we may worship 
it, and there find irresistible reasons for making its possession 
the first grand aim of man.*' 

" I say no — no — no !" stammered Von Kriechlingen, from 
the opposite side of the table. 

*' Hush ! the elector has not given his judgment on the 
sentiment !" exclaimed the toad-eater. 

"A fico for his judgment, or yours, or any man's, who 
says yes when I say no ! It*s false sentiment and bad logic, 
I say" — 

** Hush, his highness speaks." 

" True, count," said Ghebhard Truchses, with a sigh, and 
not heeding the interroptions we have noticed. '^Tme, our 
hearts are always rife with reasons to justify our desires. 
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Alas, that oar heads should so often refuse to sanctify the 
fiat !" 

** Methioks, your highness, there are cases in which there 
is little wisdom in appealing from the hreast to the brain/' 

** Think you so, indeed % you have seen much of life, and 
deeply into the human mind. And think you that happioess 
is to be found in following each impulse of the heart V^ 

'< In the pursuit of beauty, yes ; love is a passion not to 
be judged by common rules. Fools only would subject it 
to Yulgar tests. Your highness's worst enemies donU accuse 
you of being one !" 

** Me ! nay, why fix on me a general remark, as though I 
were its only application V 

*' In questions of feeling we should never talk abstractedly 
—-they are all personal. And who might be a better appli- 
cation for whatever appertains to love, than he who is avow- 
edly the most successful man of his day 1" 

** Has been, count, has been happy, from time to time^ — 
but those hours are past," said the elector, with a subdued 
smile ; the recollection of by-^one joys checking the flush 
of pride raised by the Italian's insidious flattery. 

'* As good days are in the calendar now as the very best 
of former enjoyment. As bright eyes are beaming in this 
very town as ever shone. As witcUing charms are within 
your reach as ever were in elf-land. Life is still young. 
Your highness said erewhile, that wine could make it pe- 
rennial. What then may not be done by love and beauty ?" 

** These are wild words, count, but there is a witchery in 
them. The very name of love, the very look of beauty is a 
spell !" 

**Does your highness feel the last encKantment, still ?" 

** What meaning is there in that question V asked Gheb- 
hard ; struck by the significant emphasis with which Scotus 
spoke. 

** Is not the look of beauty forgotten in this revelry ?" 

** By my faith and honour, no ! The last bright beam of 
loveliness sent into my breast seems to rule there like the 
star of destiny." 

** Perhaps it is such. But many a wandering light has il- 
lumined by turns that sensitive and capacious heart, if com- 
mon report speaks truly." 

**In that It tells no lie. Count Scotus. I have often felt 
beauty's influence — always yielded to it — never forgotten it. 
The flame it lights in my breast is undying." 



n 



" But not consaming, if I may ventare to jadge by yoar 
highness's temperament." 

•*In God's truth, no!*' said the elector with vivacity, 
** nourishing rather — keeping the fount of feeling alive and 
warm in its very source." 

*' And each new spring bubbling up' through the old one V 
interrupted Scotus, with a tone at once fawning and inquisi- 
torial. 

*'Even so, count, you know the human heart, and mine, 
it seems ; so I need not confess the power that loveliness 
^ wields over me. Neither will I admit the inconstancy im« 
plied in your reproach. I have loved often, but always sin- 
cerely ; and truth is not to be effaced by new impressions." 

'^ Your highness would impugn the doctrine that man can 
love but once V 

'* I repudiate and scorn it, for I know its falsity. There 
/ may be men who have loved but once, but then it is only 
wonderful that they have ever loved at all. He is an un- 
happy being, who has met in life but one woman worth 
loving ; and more so still, who meeting others, finds the ef- 
fects of his first passion a check rather than an encourage- 
*ment to new ones. No, count, this dogma of the insensible 
is a cheat. The true distinction is this : — He who has once 
loved truly can never again love lightly. The charm of the 
real passion s^uards him against the spurious phantasies 
which imposed on him before." 

*' But in wedded life, when congenial hearts are joined, 
can either find room for new impressions ?" 

** Alas ! count, there you strike a chord that can find no 
echo in my experience, however its melody may vibrate. in 
my heart. Wedded life ! What an unattainable heaven have 
you opened to my envious gaze !" 

** Nothing is beyond the reach of the elastic mind, this is 
not warped l>y prejudice and will not shrink at sacrifices." 

*^Tell me, count," resumed the elector, as though he did 
not heed the last observation, ** toll me truly, does your skill 
in star-learningr lead you to believe that two minds, born at 
dififerent periods but in the same planetary conjunctions, may 
hold occult communion or sympathy, without personal ac- 
quaintanceship existing V* 

** Your highness puts a home and a hard question ; for 
nought in the whole system of celestial influences has so 
much puzzled the star-seers of these and other times. For 
my own part — and with a genuine doubt of my own authori- 
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ty--I can only say, that on that particular head the great 
master of astrology, Geber,'-your highnesses near namesake^ 
and myself always agreed together.'' 

The elector thrilled involuntarily. He knew that the great 
astrologist just named in such familiar companionship was 
dead full eight centuries. He smiled as he recovered him- 
self. The Italian did not seem to observe him, but continued. 

** To come to a just conclusion on so intricate a point, it 
must be first decided whether stars be causes or signs — 
whether they incline without compelling, or rule and regu- 
late sympathies as well as constitutions. Did I wish to 
make a parade of learning, 1 might quote the authority of j* 
Albubater, Origan, and Pontanus, in the affirmative of your 
query. Panzonius, Pellantius, and others, in the negative. 
But so many nice distiiictions rise that it would be only a 
maze of confusion to attempt a disentanglement, until I were 
possessed of your highness's horoscope, and the fair lady's 
as well." 

'* Nay, count, by Jupiter and Yenus in conjunction ! you've 
left this earth and fiown to other planets. I spoke not of my- 
self, nor of a lady." 

** Your highness's thoughts were in my mind, rather than 
your words in mine ear." 

'* If you can read the stars it is not strange that you might 
read my thoughts, for they too were fixed in Heaven, or at 
least in one of Heaven's masterpieces." 

*' She is most lovely," said Scotus. 

•' She / who. Count Scotus 1" 

*• She whom your highness thought of." 

•* Nay, this is but trifling, count." 

<*The thought of woman is always such, to him who durst 
not, or cannot marry." 

*' A priest neither can nor dare." 

*< Martin Luther was a priest, and did both." 

*' He had not a princedom and an archbishopric to lose, 
count," said the elector, smiling, and glad ihat the conversa- 
tion took a turn less personal to himself, or rather to the ob- 
ject which had so occupied his mind. 

*^ He had happiness and immortality to gain," answered 
the Italian, with a serious and almost solemn tone-^e could 
assume any. 

'* He paid, perhaps, too dear a price for either," replied 
Ghebhard Truchses, in an accent of deep sincerity — whidv. 
he could not feign. 
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'* There are two kinds of worldly immortality,** reaumed 
Scotua, ^* the one, gained by the sublime labonrs of science, 
is conducive to happiness or linked with misery aocordinor to 
the conatruction of the minds of its few possessors. Tliey 
only may presume to weigh the yaloe of the price they pay 
for it^-they alone can judge, or feel its amount." At these 
words the Italian's eyes became fixed, bis brow was knit, 
his lips werp firmly compressed, and he seemed involuntarily 
to clench his hands. The elector could not resist a creeping 
sensation of doubt and awe. Ulrick von Leckenstein, lis- 
tened and looked with breathless interest. Noenar was a 
stern and silent observer. Baron Conrad was loudly arguing 
with Von Heyen, and one or two others. The toad-eater was 
fast asleep. 

Scotus in a few moments recovered from his apparent deep 
abstraction, and continued in a calm tone— 

** 'Hiere is another immortality, such as Luther has pur- 
chased, that is itself happiness to those who live for fieime, 
and happiness being the great and true object of life, what- 
ever procures it can scarce be said to be above its value." 

'* The question we discussed, good count, was Martin 
Luther's marriage,*' said the elector, '* the greatness of this 
light of true religion I am ready to admit. Also the weigfht 
of his example in most things. But even the boldest man 
will shrink from sacrilege^— and it is well known that Luther 
struggled long with his passion for Katharine Bore, ere he 
stole her from her convent and made her his wife. Remem- 
ber, count, she was a nun, and vowed to Christ." 

** Would Luther have struggled or hesitated, had she been 
a simple cononess, and only wore Christianity's symbol round 
her neck V 

These words were murmured by the Italian, in a close 
whisper, which none but the elector could hear. 

The effect they produced on the latter was everything the 
speaker^ — or rather the whisperer — could have wished. The 
elector absolutely started for an instant from his seat. Sur- 
prise is not the word to express what he felt. It was a com- 
bination of shame, wonder, and self-anger, that at once rushed 
upon him. He felt himself doubly degraded in having be- 
trayed his own feeling — or his fancy rather, for it had not 
gained the solidity of feeling — and in having in a manner 
compromised the name of a high-born and innocent female, 
with whom he had never exchanged a word, and whom he 
had never seen but once. There was something 'terribly 
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poignant in this first shook ; for the keenest point in all 
Gbebhard Truchses' high notion of honour was that conneot^ 
ed with the sacred delicacy, due to every woman whom he 
loved, admired, or aspired to win. 

But thisfirst effect as instantly subsided under a sense of 
perfect self-acquittal, which, as we shall show, was almost 
as painful as the self-formed accusal. The eleotor^s mind 
ran back in a moment's summary, over all that had passed 
within it, or that he had said in connexion with its main 
thought since he gazed with such delight that morning on 
the brilliant face and graceful form of Agnes de Mansfeldt. 
The determination to know her was as quick as the admiran 
tion she excited. Gbebhard Trtfchses invariably followed 
up his first impressions. The enthusiasm of his fcelioffs 
grave him a quickness of perception that less ardent minds 
may not conceive, much less be caught by ; and while his 
eloqueht sincerity was almost always successful in genera- 
ting a return of feeling, pride, gratitude and honour combined 
to keep him faithful to affections once so deeply felt, even 
when others rose op in his heart; as though each full-grown 
crop of passion had dropped some seeds in the fertile soil, to 
preserve its memory from the decaying influences of time, 
absence, and variety. The success consequent on his own 
persuasive qualities, and the ardour with which he entered 
into every new pursuit, had given Qhebh^rd Truchses that 
half-formed belief in occult sympathies, which the philo- 
sophy then in vogue had gone so absurdly far as to attribute 
to vegetables aud minerals, as well as to human beings. It 
was a floating idea of this nature, connected with his incipient- 
hopes relative to Agnes, that had prompted his recent question 
to Scotus. But he recollected well that he had not dropped 
any hint that could bear a possible allusion to her. To Nuenar 
alone had he spoken of her. Communication between him 
and the Italian had been since impossible. What then could 
be the inference in such a mind as our hero's, but that this 
latter extraordinary person had a positive power of divining 
his thoughts, perhaps of reading his destiny ? Truchses would, 
and not unwillingly, have conceded its control to a planet or 
a constellation. But that it was in the keeping of mortal 
man — or even of a man raised by some supernatural means 
above the level of mortality — ^was a suspicion accompanied 
by intense humiliation. 

All that we have here described passed with lightning 
speed in our hero's brain ; and his presence of mind as quick- 
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]y recovered its balance. In difficalties purely personal, his 
generous feelings might lead him at times astray, but when 
another — and that other a woman — was concerned, it was 
rarely, indeed, his discretion was found at fault. He there- 
fore made not the slightest remark in return to Scotus^s sig- 
nificant whisper ; but while its subtle voice seemed to hiss 
serpent-like in his ear, he kept his countenance and his tongue 
under command. His first conviciton was that he was more 
or less, if not in the Italian^s power at least under his influ- 
ence. He had no time to shift the question. He took it for 
granted ; and convinced at the same instant that a nearer 
union with this agent of destiny, if he were such, could not 
be avoided, and might eveh lead to essential good, he imme- 
diately decided to draw the connexion as close as possible. 
He therefore said to his mysterious guest, rising at the same 
time — a signal which the company acknowledged for a break- 
ing up of the party. 

** Count Scotus, you lodge with me to-night, and during 
your stay in Cologne. Johan Hilpaert is not a fitting host 
lor such a man as you.'* 

Scotus bowed assentingly. The party retired to the with- 
drawing rooms. The elector, Scotus, Nuenar walking with 
steady pace. Von Kriechlingen and the rest making their 
way as best as they could. All broke into small groups, or 
conversed in couples. The elector and Nuenar were joined 
by Von Kriechlingen, who made some clever efforts to stand 
straight and listen to what was said by his friends. They 
only passed a few general remarks on the great business they 
had in hand ; the honest old baron not being equal to the 
comprehension of details, even had they been inclined to 
trust them to him just then. 

Scotus approached his table-neighbour young Ulrick, who 
had watched him whenever he spoke, and followed him still 
with fascinated f^aze. 

" Well, Herr Ulrick," said he familiarly, •' you now go, 
no doubt, after this sensual repast, to the pure delights of a 
love-feast with the woman of your heart V 

Van Leekenstein blushed deeply, and thrilled with as- 
tonishment at the wonderful divination which had so fathomed 
his intentions. He could nt>t reply ; but Scotus saved him 
the trouble of attempting it. 

"You are a happy and a fortunate man," resumed the con- 
juror — ^»* it is few who have the luck— or the merit-^^to cap- 
tivate a duchess at first sight." 
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Ulriok'8 brain torned with sarprise and delight. 

<* Follow up the stroke — boldly, Yigorously — you shall 
not want a friend — I promise you success," said the tempter, 
squeezing Ulrick's hand firmly ; and after a little while 
taking leave of the elector, for the pupose of making arrange- 
ments for fixing his residence in the palace. 

We need scarcely stop to dwell on the bewildering sensa- 
tions which agitated young Ulrick's mind. It may be better 
to state that Scotus had been that morning a keen observer 
of all that passed in the balcony and below it, before the pe- 
riod of his assuming his station La his carriage, and follow'- 
ing with his train the line of the procession. Mixing with 
the crowd, in a cloak that concealed his finery and as occa- 
sion required, hid his face from view, he had closely follow- 
ed and stood by the elector, whom he had resolved to make 
his victim ; and in pursuance of his system he watched his 
every moVement, like a hawk hovering over ere it pounces 
on the prey. Other motives fixed his attention on the group 
in the balcony, which so completely absorbed the elector^s 
c^servation ; and he had too keen a tact not to distinguish 
the individual object it had chosen. In what passed during 
the dinner conversation he had ^rusted soq^ewhat to chance. 
Had Trochses been indifierent to the allusion so directly ha- 
zarded in reference to the canouess, he reckoned on the power 
of his jargon and his pjerseverence for forcing the elector into 
some fanciful belief, connected with the unknown lady. But 
in spite of Truchses* reserve the Italian saw he had hit upon 
the right track for working on his feelings. His other objects 
in watching the balcony, and his late conversation with Von 
Leckenstein, will be by and bye explained* 
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CHAPTER VI. 



The quiet diiuier-party at Kriechlingen-hoase formed a 
very passive contrast to that at the archiepiscopal palace. 
While the worthy owner of the mansion was laudably em- 
ployed, as we hare shown, in doing honour to the elector's 
wine and violence to his own wits, the four fair beingrg from 
^hora we have been too long separated were plirtakinff of a 
temperate, but nobly-served, repast, with the invalided wife 
of the absent baron, and the mother of the sisters who so 
gracefully did together the duties of hostess. 

Baroness Von Kriechlin^en had for several years suffered 
from a malady, which gradually undermining her health and 
strength, and rendering her a prisoner in her private apart- 
ments, did not, however, deprive her of the domestic solace 
of her family circle, or the company of such guests as visited 
from friendship rather than ceremony. She was an amiable, 
unpreraroing, ^and pions woman, with good sense to bear 
with those utults in her husband which she could not control, 
and good feeling to instil into the minds of her children les- 
sons which she had no power to enforce. Her daughters 
loved her the better, and probably did not obey her the worse, 
for this. There is a spring of generosity in young -minds, 
which almost always keeps moist and fresh the instinct of 
duty to an indulgent parent. 

The baronesses family party was this day completed by 
the presence of old Cyriacus Spangenberg, the chaplain of 
Mansfeldt, under whose care Agnes had made her jour(^ey 
from Thuringia to the banks of the Rhine. Respect for this 
yenerable church-man threw a certain degree of restraint 
over the sisters, to whom he had been till the previous day 
quite a stranger ; and they were not sorry when he retired to 
his afternoon devotion, which conscience and habit rendered 
as necessary to his mind as digestion ' was to his body. It 
was then the most pleasing duty of the day was called for» 
on the part of the sisters^-^the task of reading by turns, of 
playing on the lute or virginals, to their mother, whose life 
of monotonous seclusion required such relief. It is true there 
was little instruction and much less amusement to be found 
for two lively, not to say giddy, girls, in the controversial 
writings of those days ; and it was such that Baroness Von 
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Krieefalingren deli$rhted in, and over the leaden pagres of which 
Fredolinda and Hmma often, in their own despite, felt their 
lids\o close and their heads to droop. The book chosen for 
the edification of the present evening, selected by Spangen- 
ber^ in honour of his celebrated friend Melancthon, was a 
translation in heavy German of his famous defence of the 
tenets of Luther against the attacks of the Paris doctors, en- 
titled in the original, ^^Jidveraus furiorum Farisiensium Lo* 
gasirorum deerttumj'^ 

The very title of the tract, announced by the baroness as 
she pulled it from under the cushion of her easy chair, was 
enough to appal any less devoted individuals than those who 
so cl^rfully set themselves to the task of wading through 
this mass of controversy. The Duchess of Saxe-Coburg and 
A^nes de Mansfeldt had no such responsibility ; and they 
willingly acted on the baroness's suggestion that they should 
seek together the refreshment of the garden air, and the 
wholesome exercise of a promenade, on its massive terrace 
or in its broad alleys. 

The friends were soon abroad ; and they were not long in 
turning to account the wished-for opportunity for undisturbed 
communion. 

** Thank Heaven, thank Heaven, I am free at last !" ex- 
claimed th# duchess, as she reached the centre walk of the 
garden ; and, concealed from all observation by a high cy- 
press hedge, she threw her arms round Agnes's neck, and 
burst into tears. 

" Oh, Agnes V^ said she, as she conquered her interrupting 
sobs and recalled her scattered ideas, *' this relief is like hea- 
ven itself ! But for this I should have died outright ! My 
best, my dearest friend, I am-»even in your arms— 4he most 
wretched being that breathes,*' 

Agnes attempted no common-place consolation ; because 
she felt her friend's distress. Deep sorrow is often garru- 
lous; true sympathy never. Anne understood this. 

*• How good you arc to me," continued she. " How con- 
siderate, in not speaking to me. That silent embrace is 
worth a thousand words. It is the true heart-eloquence. Oh, 
Agnes, that I could be as when last we parted ! That I could 
blot two years fVom my life's history ! or that life itself were 
blotted out !— Why should I live t" 

^ Tell me rather, dearest Anne, what has so embittered 
life ? Speak freely and fully^ to me. Confidence in me will 
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do more than any raDdom oondolenco I eoald offery for I am 
ignorant of the immediate cause of this Bufiering.'* 

•« Oh, that I might tell yon all !" 

** Confide to me what you like, no more; what yon can or 
ought to tell — what may relieve yoor mind in the mere ^i- 
iog, or lead to its relief throngh any means of mine. There 
is nothing within tha scope of my ability thai I will not do 
for yon/' 

Agnes feh an instant inclination to include the word duty 
in this pledge. Bat she checked it as soon as the idea rose 
up. She was not one of tliose who damp an offer of assist- 
ance with reservations. She would freely have risked her 
life at the moment for her friend's sake ; she felt that she 
would be at any time ready to sacrifice it to her sense of 
dnty. Therefore she was not wont to boast, even ne^tively« 
of the latter; and she never willingly uttered anything that 
might bear the colour of self-applause. 

** You know not how criminal I am — nor do I know how 
you could serve mc,*' said the duchess. 

Agnes was startled. The notion of guilt in connexion 
with her friend had not crossed her mind. The self-accusal 
at once astonished and shocked her. She said nothing ; but 
her expressive countenance spoke for her— K)r in spite of 
her. 

^ Yes, it is too true," resumed Duohess Anne, '« but you 
must hear me before you condemn roe quite. Indeed I know 
that it is not in your nature, nor in that of our friendship, that 
you shonld do otherwise. I will speak candidly to you, in 
as far as I eon, do so. My conscience seems already lighten* 
ed of half its load—- but not my heaurt of any of its sufiferiog. 
Dear Agnes, that is breaking !" 

' A renewed burst of tears choked further utterance for 
awhile. 

*^ Speak, speak, my sweet friend," said Agnes — *^I listen 
with my very soul." 

They bad by this time gained the bottom of the large and 
dismal garden, the grotesque solemnity of which added a 
deeper shade to the sofierer's air of wo. 

** Let us walk on the terrace, AgJies," said she. '< The 
look of the Rhine will soothe, though even its placid gran- 
deur cannot solace me. But I must not wear you out with 
my complaiots—and alas ! 1 have none to blame but my- 
self." 

As the duchess gazed far over the houses of the lower part 
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of the town towards the river, and marked it flowing on in 
full and rapid course, it seemed to impart insensibly that 
feelingrof calm which all who have so marked it will under- 
stand, and which she had anticipated. 

** Noi;lfl am much better— more equal to the detail of my 
shame," she resumed. ** Our last night's conversation, dear 
Agnes, told you much of my causes of wretchedness. I had 
hoped to command myself sufficiently to conceal the rest. 
But a circumstance to-day forces me to a further exposure of 
my griefs — forces me, Agnes, for it is not in mere seltishness 
that I inflict my sorrows on you. I need support — ^you, my 
friend are, happily for yourself and me^" 

*' Dearest Anne, you lose time — we may be broken in 
upon," said Agnes, with an affectionate tone, glad to inter- 
rapt the utterance of a compliment to herself. ^ 

** Well then, to be brief — ^I have told you, Agnes, of my 
husband's estrangement from me, his neglect, his abandon- 
ment, almost from the very first months of our marriage. 
There was enough in the endurance of all this for sorrow, 
but nothing for self-reproach. Nor have I, you will allow, 
laid my complaints too heavily on the duke. I have ad- 
mitted his good qualities, his frankness, his courage, his in- 
dulgence, the amiability and gracefulness, which so soon 
won my heart, as well as the levity which threw it aside al- 
most as soon as won. I have dwelt on all this before." 

'* Then why, dear Anne, repeat it now % it is acutely pain- 
fol to me, and you have avowed it not to be to the purpose of 
what you would communieale." 
** Bear with me, Agnes ; as a woman you can do so." 
'* Did you, my friend, always bear with the duke, as a 
wife 1" 

'* As Heaven is my witness, yes ! I never reproached him, 
but with ray silent tears. I could — aye, and can even now, 
feign smiles for those I am indifferent to— but never for him 
I loved." 

A sigh — for her fiend's sake-— was Agnes's only answer 
to the avowal, which, as she thought, explained much of the 
unhappiness which marriage had inflicted on the Duke and 
Duchess of Saxe-Coburg. Our heroine knew, from an in- 
stinct of good sense, what many cannot learn even from ex- 
perience, that there is a virtuous hypocrisy founded on a 
generous forbearance, which forms one of the cardinal bless- 
ings of wedded life. 
^fWell, AgneSy" oontinued the duchess, "for nearly two 
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years this state of things went on. I beg;an at length to lie 
down, as it were, under the burden of my misery. I ceased 
even to weep or sigh. I was sinking into utter apathy, when 
a new turn, the worst of all, was given to the deep current of 
my fate. You Icnow that the duke, with all his li^ht and, I 
may be allowed to say, frivolous traits of character, has a 
passionate love for the romantic mysteries of science ; often 
have I known him to pass nights of watching with some al- 
chymist, over the poisonous fumes of crucibles and alembics; 
or in cold and rain on the topmost tower of the castle, staring 
with astrologers to catch a glimpse of some new star through 
the impervious clouds. Like everything he undertakes, 
those fancies are pushed to excess, and abandoned ere time 
is given for a result. You may judge of the numbers of 
persons attracted to Coburg by those notorious pursuits of 
the duke. You may have heard of the profuseness of a pa- 
tronage which is too often misplaced. The castle is for ever 
swarming with strange figures and wild faces. The cos- 
tumes of almost all parts of the known world are to be seen 
in our courts, and every professor of science or pretender to it 
finds a ready welcome there." 

y And might not all this, however irksome, still be borne 
withV asked Agnes, with a slight accent of reproach. 

'* All this ? alas ! Agnes, this is not the point of grievance, 
I make no complaint of it. Do not mistake, but listen to 
me. About three nronths back my husband introduced to me 
a stranger, an Italian, one of the numerous train I have just 
mentioned, a professor of most arts—and oh, Agnes, what a 
master of all ! I cannot now, even if I would, enter into 
minute particulars of this man's powers. He is a miracle 
of talent and knowledge, scarce had I seen him ere I felt his 
influence — I had not known him a week when he seemed the 
very lord of my destiny. He wholly captivated my mind 
— but fear nought else — he never touched my heart." 

" Thank heaven for that at least! I dreaded more than" 
you have avowed," said Agnes, again embracing her friend. 

*^ I saw that you did, by your looks. No, no, Agnes, I 
am degraded by my subjection to this man, but not in the 
common sense dishonoured." 

*^I should like to know him^" said Agnes, a hope flashing 
across her mind that she might be able in some way to serve 
the duchess, as a mediator between her and the fate this 
stranger seemed, as it were, to personify. 

Heaven forefend ! one victim is enough," exclaimed the 
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dachess — *'thoagh you perhaps would be safe from his in. 
flaence, for there is something in you, dear Agnes^-" 

*'That will not let me listen to my own praise, and the 
disparagrement of a too partial friend. Go on, go on ! I can 
now breathe freely while I listen." 

** I have wherewithal to tell will make yon tremble for me 
still. You will believe me, Agnes, that to regain my hus- 
band's wandering aflections has been my great, almost my 
sole object from the first days of his estrangement. He of 
whom we speak soon read my mind, and on that weak point 
grained quick mastery over it. He made no circuitous ap- 
proaches to my confidence. But at once convinced me of his 
fewer, by proving his knowledge of my most secret thoughts, 
n short he persuaded me that he could remove all obstacles 
to my happiness, could recover the duke's constancy, and at- 
tach hirn to me for ever^ I cannot now enter into a detail of 
the various means he used for the attainment of this end. The 
spells, the charms, the philtres that we worked together, and 
administered to my husband"-— 

•' With what success 1" asked Agnes. 

** Alas ! I know not how to answer that question," replied 
the duchess, with a sigh, **and I was just about to antici- 
pate it by an account of the changing effects produced by 
those many remedies. Marvellous indeed have they been ! 
at times all-powerful for their object — again total failures, 
now bringing ray wayward lord back to my long* forsaken 
embraces, with penitence and love ; and then banishing him 
from me, in a more distant abandonment than ever. So did 
those witcheries work for several months." 

^'And did the doubt never strike you Anne," interrupted 
Agnes, '^ that the effects which you attributed to magic might 
have been produced by the magician, for his own purposes, 
hj arts of natural reason rather than enchantment ? might not 
his influence with the duke have acted as a counter-current 
to his power over you ?" 

** Thousands of wild doubts h&ve flitted across me, Agnes, 
like the spirits which a conjuror might call up. I have been 
lost in a raaze of wonderment and fear; I only know one 
thina certain — I am wretched !" 

"Dearest 'Anne, you exaggerate, if not your feelings at 
least their provocation. Your sensitiveness invests the phan- 
toms of imagination with solid forms. There is nought in 
all you have revealed which can cast a shadow of reproach, 
8&v« the facility with which you embarked your chances of 
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recovered happiness on the yent4ire of an impostor's profes- 



sions.'* 



**Hush, hush, Agnes ! how lood you speak, and how im- 
prudently ! you liiUe know the power of him whose anger 
you thus risk," said the duchess, casting round an anxious 
fflance, which almost caused Agnes to smile while she was 
half disposed to weep. 

" And has this man's influence over you never been turned 
to a more directly personal aim 1'* asked she, sure that her 
frightened friend had told her but little of her embarrass- 
ments, 

A deep sigh was the answer; and after a short pause the 
duchess resumed, 

*'I warned you, Agnes, that I durst not tell you all. I am 
bound by pledges that I shudder at the mere thought of break- 
ing. " 

"Then pause in your recital — or quit the subject, dearest 
Anne — I have no curiosity, beyond the hope of giving you 
relief." 

** Yet I cannot keep wholly silent — no, I must go on. He 
has talked to me, Agnes, has tempted me^but in language 
so vague, so mystical, that my senses ever seemed bewilder- 
ed, even when my reason w^s unconvinced and my heart un- 
touched. I know not what he aimed at most. He always 
appeared to have several objects at once — in one alas, he suc- 
ceeded but too completely." 

"And that one 1" 

« Must not — darfe not be revealed !" 

" Would that I might but see this roan who has so be- 
witched you, my friend !" 

•* You have seen him, Agnes." 

" I have ! where 1 when ?" 

" Oh, ask me not — I fear I have gone too far in saying 
even what I have said. More 1 must not reveal — at least for 
the present. I shall perhaps gain more confidence, more 
strengtii, by and by. Your friendship is an unspeakable sup- 
port. With it to aid me, I shall by degrees grow able to re- 
sist the doom that seems to press me down. You are my 
guardian angel !" 

With these words the duchess again clasped Agnes in her 
arms ; while the latter almost afraid of the responsibility thus 
forced upon her, yet unwilling to check the growing confi- 
dence which might best enable her friend to cope with the un- 
holy power that oppressed her — could only silently -return 
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the embrace that was accompanied by: the most endearing 
epithets, 

Agnes began however to apprehend that any effective con-^ 
fidence, which might acquaint her with the more particular 
causes of her friend^s anxiety, was distant, if not altogether 
doubtful ; so evidently had the dread of this mysterious op- 
pressor gained possession of her mind. But the duchess, as 
if suddenlv bOrsting from her thraldom, abruptly exclaimed, 

•« No— 1 will bear the tyranny no longer. He cannot know 
what passes here, though he has persuaded me of his super- 
natural power. I will speak freely, Agnes — I dread him 
not l" 

This was said in a high and fearless tone, but which, as 
she continued, was insensibly changed to the murmured ca- 
dence of returning alarm. 

"Know then, uiat I have bound myself to his service by 
fearful pledges, to do his bidding in all things, as the price 
of the recovered happiness which he has so solemnly insured 
to me — ^to keep secret his words, his wishes, his deeds, be 
they what they may-— but there is one circumstance of crimi- 
nal and treacherous duplicity which I have acted in, and 
which weighs me down with remorse — one which I have 
sworn to conceal, by oaths the recollection of which makes 
me thrill. Tell me, Agnes, am I bound by an unholy pledge, 
taken in terror and repented of in tears of my heart's blood 1" 

«* No — certainly not!" answered Agnes, unhesitatingly. 
She saw it was no time to trifle with her friend's unhappi- 
ness, or to risk the fluctuation of her feelings. " No, Anne, 
there is absolution in our consciences for even those mon- 
strous engagements. Is it not then a duty to break from all 
that binds us to them V 

" It is, it is, my best friend ; my heart acknowledges the rea- 
soning, it is the voice of virtue's self that speaks — now then 
at once to nnburthen my full heart ! you know, Agnes, how 
it is that I am here now — I, a princess, with royal blood in 
my veins, and with right to a reigning coronet on my brow — 
yet without even the slightest ornament of my rank, ring, 
carcanct, ear-drop, or neck-string, unjeweled and unadorned 
as the poorest burgher^s wife that toils for daily bread 1" 

Agnes bowed assent. She had heard the common talk, 
which told of the myslerions disappearance of the Duchess 
of Saxe-Coburg's splendid jewels, some weeks before, and 
inuch of the ooarse scandal which disfigured the report. De- 
licacjMowards her friend prevented any allusion to the pain- 
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ful circamstance in previous conversations, and even now did 
not allow her to speak of it. 

** Yes ! you too have heard the tale, hut it is for me to un- 
ravel the mastery. Kno^ then,"— — - 

At this instant the two sisters appeared on the terrace, 
coming from the house ; and they rapidly advanced to the 
friends, who could but ill brook the interruption of a colloquy 
in which both were so much interested. But they could find 
no excuse for declining the well-meant yet worrying atten- 
tions of their young and lively hostesses, who continued to 
bear them company, until the light showers of an April af- 
ternoon drove them to the shelter of the mansion ; and then 
the decorous necessities of good breeding claimed a renewal 
of their visit to the baroness in her private apartments, into 
which Spangenberg had preceded them. 

The sun had withdrawn from the busy scene it had so bril- 
liantly lighted, and the buildings of the town and the waters 
of the Rhine grew dark in the hues of the eventide, ere the 
friends found an opportunity to attempt a renewal of their 
broken conversation. This was at length occasioned hj the 
periodical return of the drowsy fit which at sunset invariably 
visited the invalid, to recompense her for the nights of almost 
sleepless suffering she had endured so long and so patientlyr 
Old Cyriacus, too, accustomed for nearly three parts of a cen* 
tury to those vigfls which wore deep into the night, and to 
that early rising which added precious hours to the too fleet- 
ing day, could rarely resist the propensity to slumber which 
commonly steals on the studious, the infirm, or the idle at 
moth-time. The pious, but nevertheless, somnolent discourse 
which he had so fluently holden during full two hours, on the 
intricate subjects of election and grace — the then leading 
topics of controversy — had almost overcome the sisters as 
well as their mother. It required a strong excitement to bear 
up against the '* poppy and mandragora'* qualities of the 
good chaplain's conversation. Such was however actively 
alive in the bosoms of the impatient friends, particularly in 
that of the Duchess Anne, who could scarcely restrain the 
gnawing irritability that urged her to break away, long before 
the baroness's head nodded listlessly on her breast, or Fre- 
da*s and Emma's eyes began to wink. 

" Now, dearest Agnes, we may escape,'* whispered the 
duchess, when unequivocal sights and sounds pronounced 
the reign of Morpheus to have set in ; and uttering a few 
words of apology in the same cautious tone to Freda, she 



87 

was quietly leaving the apartment, followed by Agnes, who 
willingly obeyed her signal, when a loud voice on the stairs 
and the abrupt opening of the door of the anti-room arrested 
the friends, and awoke all the others of the partv. 

*' No, Ulrick, no — a thousand times no !" exclaimed Baron 
Conrad, in his highest tone, for it was he who now came 
boisterously on, soured with the Rhenish grape, and dispu- 
ting, as it were, with his still most submissive nephew 
every inch of the ground from the elector's palace to his 
wife's saloon. 

" 1 differ with you, Ulrick — I say your are wrong, boy ; 
and by Heavens I will not be contradicted !" 

" Nay, uncle, I did not presume to contradict" — 

'^ Not in words I allow — but you did in thoughts. Don't 
deny it boy — that's making it worse-— don't deny it, Ulrick, I 
say !" 

**I deny nothing — ^admit nothing — assert nothing, good 
uncle." 

"That's just what I hate mortally, for I have nothing to 
argue against. I hate that cunning, hypocritical silence — 
why don't you speak out like a man ? why don't you give 
me the lie ? why, the fiend, don't" 

" My good uncle, remember that your foot is on the thresh- 
old of a sick lady's room ; and that the pious chaplain of 
Mansfeldt is within ear-shot, and the duchess" — 

" Prating popinjay ! a sick lady's room !" said the baron, 
with a mimicking tone, and stopping short at the door. "Is 
it thus you speak to me of my own wife, my own flesh and 
my own bonel I have a good mind to knock you down by 
way of comment on your puppyism," 

** Nay, uncle, you know 1 am your flesh and blood too," 
replied Ulrick, smiling, and looking with an insinuating air 
on his intractable kinsman. 

** You are, you do^, I know it, I know it — for you look 
this moment the very image of your poor mother !" exclaim- 
ed the old man, catching him round the neck with one arm, 
and leaning at the same time against the door for support, 
and hugging him, with such a pressure as a tender-hearted 
bear might give to its unlicked offspring. 

This somewhat sentimental attitude and situation was 
disturbed by the door bursting open, and the baroa with his 
fast-imprisoned nephew staggering together in the room. 
The good old lady, effectually roused and fearfully startled, 
sprang from her easy chair with a tremulous scream. Old 
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Spangenberg, less nervous, opened his eyes wide, stared 
round, and tamed them up to heaven with an instinct of de- 
votion aroused in all cases of alarm. Duchess Anne and 
Agnes de Mansfeldt stepped back out of the line of opera- 
tions ; while the sisters aarted towards it, one catching her 
father in her arms — the other placing a timid yet affectionate 
hand in that of her cousin. 

The baron was instantly called to a sense of his indeco- 
rum, and to almost temporary sobriety, by a sudden stoppage 
of that mental mechanism which wine sets in motion and 
good feeling not uncommonly arrests. He stopped short'; 
and putting one hand to his forehead to assist in quieting the 
whirligig motion of his brain, and still grasping his nephew 
with the other, he exclaimed. 

»* Hold, hold ! stand fast, Ulrick ! death of the martyrs ! 
this is too bad. We are wrong, boy — ^very wrong both of us. 
Stand fast 1 say !" 

** I am standing fast, unple, transfixed with shame to come 
thus into such a presence." > 

<*Then, by St. Paul, H thou art standing steady the house 
is still running a mad rig! — so! so! all is better now — the 
ceiling is square again, and the walls have ceased thelx 
merry-go-round — ana the furniture has recovered its legs. 
Grant me grace, ladies all ! I see my uncourCeous intrusion 
in its true light — I did not expect such a company in this 
chamber — I forgot my guests and myself. Forgive me 
ladies — forgive roe, venerable sir, my good wife pardons me, 
I know, ere I ask lier — too quickly — too quickly — ^it is al- 
ways so. Have I done thee mischief, my kind help-mate 1 
have I shook thy gentle nerves ?" 

With theso words the baron passed by the princess and 
the pastor as well as his daughters, and Agnes, whom he 
considered as a member of the family, his warm heart point- 
ing out the invalided partner of his life as the first object that 
ca^ed for atonement. She soon reassured him ; and he then 
approached Duchess Anne, next the venerable divine, and 
lastly Anrnes, addressing to each hasty and sincere apologies. 
He finally called his daughters to come and kiss him, *^ and 
silfie,'* as he said, *Uhe rising reproaches of conscience for 
his breach of manners, together with the memory of that last 
bottle of the elector's Stem-wine., which was too potent for 
any head less hard than the rocky soil it grew on.'' 

In the mean time young Leckenstein had made his peace 
with Freda for his bxesiQb. of engagement ; an easy task, 
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when her wonted willingness to excuse any error of his was 
strengthened by his declaration that he staid away onl^ from 
the necessity of caring after her father. He said nothinpr of 
Scotus or his honeyd insinuations. Yet he thought much of 
them ; and he was soon at the duchess's side, propelled by 
he knew not what occult influence. It was vanity, whose 
strongly flowing tide was carrying poor Ulri<A with it 
among shoals and quicksands, to escape from which he had 
no pilot. 

'* But I shall make no further excuses," said the baron, 
** 1 will rather pull up by future attentions for past negli- 
gence. We will have supper soon ; and in the meantime, 
girls, let the tapers be lighted in the saloon, and amuse her 
highness and our kinswoman of Mansfeldt with a party of 
primero or shovel-board ; or bring forth the ghitterns and be 
musical ; or dabble in your 'broidery-looms ; or string your 
fancy beads ; or cut out your fill agree," 

"Good, kind father ! where is your conscience now, that 
was so troublesome erewhile ?" said Emma, embracing him 
and cutting short his list of time-killing expedients. ** Uome, 
dear Duchess Anne, ct>me Agnes, let me be your leader into 
some of those choice ways of pleasantness. Freda and 
Ulrick will find a path of their own." 

<*Aye, that's right Emma, thou art well disposed to do 
the honours I see. That's right, that's right; keep close to 
your lovely guests, my girl — never leave them a minute to 
themselves-^on't let conversation flag, or merry-making be 
worn-out. Make them laugh, and sing, and sport away the 
time. That's the true way to show hospitality and dispense 
happiness. Day of my life ! we must all be gay to-night. 
Could you not, my love, for this once bear to be wheeled into 
the Trojan-tapestried saloon 1 well, well !" continued the 
baron, as his suffering wife shook a dissentient head at tbe 
proposal, ** wMl, we must not press you into the jolly ser* 
vice. But his reverence here will join us at supper, and at 
our after-Tevelry too I hope, and give a blessing to the gaiety 
which I am resolved shall stir deftly through the whole aouse 
to-night 1" 

To this interrogative assertion the old pastor replied, with 
a benevolent smile, 

** Much thanks, good baron, are due for your honourable 
entertainment; but you must not forget that old jige and long 
habit cannot be safely tampered with. I never eat a night* 

8* 



€ 



^0 

meal ; and I retire to study whenever the signal-ftells of 
papistry ring out their summons to the vesper mummery.*' 

♦* Never eat supper ! Fast and pray t By St. George, 
pastor ! — I swear by St. George for chivalry sake, not from 
papist reverence! — By St. George! this is a bad custom, 
and savours more of the beast and the scarlet woman, me- 
thinks, than matins or vespers, nones or complin. Commepd 
me to the man who prays on a full stomach. This mind is 
never at ease else — and devotion suits ill with a parched 
palate or a craving maw. Come, come* pastor, bear with us 
to-night — it's only once in a way." 

" *Tis well for you, baron, to do these things. You are 
still young; but eighty and two brook them not," said Span- 
genberg, mildly yet firmly. 

" Why, to be sure, 1 do count a good score years under 
that. But a quarter of a century more or less is a trifle in 
the age of a man. I saw one drink to-day bumper on bumper, 
bottle afler bottle, and make nought of it ; yet he would 
reckon you to be but a boy in years, and me almost a sucking 
babe." 

<^ He must be a prodigy. I would say a miracle, had not 
the display of those mighty dispensations ceased upon earth, 
and only existed now m the impure, superstitious, and vile 
cozenry of Rome. Three score years and ten is the natqral 
limit of man's life. He who surpasses it has need of great 
thanksgiving to the Lord, and he who approaches it would do 
well to cast off the worn-out mantle of worldly vanities, and 
turn from ways of deboshed indulgence into the paths of 
godliness and grace. Who is the sage, good baron, of whom 
you speak 1" 

This question was an inexpressible relief to Baron Conrad, 
who had winced acutely under the words which preceded. 

" Who is he V said the baron, with a glowing front and 
confused utterance, **that I believe, pastor, to be a hard 
question to answer, but he calls himself Count Scotus ; and 
you may well call him a prodijgy, in acquirements, at any 
rate, even if you doubt his age.'" 

**An eminent name," said Spangenberg, *' eminent for 
both ^ood and evil bearers thereof, i have pot heard of it 
as belonging to one noted in this present generation, nay, 
nor for many ages back. In remote times it w^ borne by 
more than one of mark." 

** In remote times !" repeated, the baroB* with a quick ac- 
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cent of curiosity. «* How f^x back ? and by whom, good 
pastor 1" 

<* Why, first there was a picas monk from Ireland, named 
Mar ianus Scotus, a bright ornament— -for days of darkness— 
of the Abbey of Fulda, in the eleventh century, a learned 
chronicler, and a near relation of the venerable fiede." 

*^No, it cannot be him— -he must come of a less pious 
family^" muttered Baron Conrad ; while Ulrick trod on his 
foot by way of cautious remembrance, and a check on hi# 
garrulity," 

**Next, there was John Scotus, otherwise Duns, an Eng- 
lish Franciscan, and a profound doctor of theology, who died 
in this very city of Cologne about the year 1300, under cir- 
cumstances terrible to be told." 

*< Are you sure he was an Englishman, and that he died, 
respected sirl" asked the baron, with a tone of doubt. 

*' We have good authority for his birth having taken place 
in the town of Dunstable, in Britain, and as it occurred full 
three centuries back, we need not stretch our faith to be 
certain he is dead," replied Spangenberg with a smile, which 
the twilight did not allow his host to notice. 

'^ Humph !" said the baron, or the incredulous and half- 
uttered interjection which that orthography is admitted to 
represent. 

^' And Paulus Jovius, with other credible historians, tells 
us that being struck with apoplexy, which was taken for the 
blow of death, this learned divine awoke in his coffin, and 
after having gnawed the flesh from his hands in agony, he 
dashed his brains out in despair against the stone walls of 
his tomb." 

<^I don't believe it!" vehemently cried the baron. 

** It has been doubted," said Spangenberg calmly. 

** Doubted ! doubted ! and well it may be, for it's a bare- 
faced lie, with your good favour. Ha, ha, ha," exclaimed 
the baron, laughing outright, *' he might have been buried 
alive, perhaps, but he rose again, as sure as Lazarus— -aye, 
^d he walks the earth to this very hour — to this v^y hour, 
my good pastor— at least i think it mustrbe him.— Don't you. 
Ulrick 1" 

** Alas, alas ! that the flesh-pots and wine-cups should for 
ever overload the stomachs and send up their vapour to the 
brains of the children of men ! Verily, verily, the debaacheriea 
of old, the seething sins of paganism are revived among as I 
Th9 world is rife with ^brunkemieBSt and xational beiags te% 
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dace themselves to the hase level of field beasts. Oh, wash 
oat, ffood Lord, this stain from the civilized earth !" 

While the pastor involuntarily uttered these words, in under 
tones of pious solemnity, the baron had time to recover him- 
self, being most uncomfortably warned of his abrupt and pro- 
fane speech, by sundry thumps in the ribs fi'om his nephew's 
elbow, the only answer given by the latter to his appeal. 
None of the ladies felt quite at their ease ; but they remain- 
ed silent, as the baron exclaimed, 

" You do me wrong, worthy pastor, you do me wrong. I 
have taken a cheerful glass to-day it is true, more perhaps 
than was meet, but it was this Count Scotas— or this Monk 
Sootus, as I think he will turn out to be — who led me and 
others too far. He is a wonderful man, in every way, good 
pastor; a very magician, trust me; a wizard of the first 
water, as one might say, like the diamond worth a thousand 
sequins, which he crushed to powder with a hammer to-day, 
and made whole again, by an impure puff of the Abbot of 
St. Kennett's breath." 

Cyriacus Spangenberg was no ascetic. He had lived long 
in the world and had sad experience of excess and extrava-* 
ffance, in the service of the Mansfeldt family, and in the 
doings of the late count. He knew how to humour a man 
under the influence of liquor, and he also understood the 
courtesy due to even a tipsy host in his own house. He 
therefore replied, in a tone of benevolent bantering, 

*< Nay^then, baron, with your good leave, I should rather 
say this Scotus, whom you call a count, was more likely to 
be that famous conjurer Micbeal Scott, or Sootus of the north, 
who was notorious for his knowledge of the black art in the 
olden time, for his familiar spirit in the shape of a gray cat, 
and for riding in the air on a broom-stick, or a flying horse, 
I really forget which." 

*< It is more likely, pastor, it is more likely, as yoa say," 
replied Baron Conrad, with a somewhat, subdued tone. 
** What more is known of this same Micheal ? Who waits 
without? firing tapers here, I say— this is no fit talk for 
twilight. Pray pastor, what more of him 1" 

*^ Why, nothing in particular, good mine honourable host., 
I know nought more, except that he was buried in the* same 
grave with his own clasped book of magic, and that a Greek 
epigram was written on him by my illustrious friend George 
Bachannan of Edinburgh, preceptor to King James, which 
KIDS ^haa"-'^ud here dd Cyriacus repeated the welUknowi^ 
Unes, " 
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*'It soands well, pastor; it savoara of merit in the very 
tingle of the words ; bat how may it go in a translation, I 
prithee 1" 

'* Why somewhat as this, 

< Oh, Scot ! thou art a Scot in Scotland.' 

the rest has escaped my memory." 

*< What you recollect is rather against my argument though, 
good pastor, for the Scotus I speak of is an Italian ; though 
in regard to the magic, the gray cat, and the broomstick, i 
think it likely to be the same — ls*nt it, Ulrick ?'* 

** And what then may be the age of him you speak of so 
wildly, if, worthy baron, you will pardon the phrase ?*' 

"Why the Abbot of St. Kennet computed it to be about 
320, according to the Italian's own showing." 

'* Loose authority, baron — those rich dfgnitaries of idola- 
try reckon nothing rightly but their own odious exactions. 
IVfethinks the abbot has counted wrong. Since the days of 
the patriarchs such tenure of life has not been given to man, 
thouffh Paracelsus boasts he could make a man live four 
bunched years, if he might bring him up from his birth, and 
diet him as he list; hui tnen, baron, ue SiiGUiu ubatalu irGm 
riotous living, surfeiture, and strong wines. But let all that 
pass ! Your new acquaintance must be an extraordinary per- 
son. Whence comes he 1" 

" From the clouds, it may be, or more likely from regions 
of another direction," said the baron significantly, pointing 
downwards ; " only he could scarce h^ve got either in heaven 
or hell his gold-covered chariot, and his splendid jewelled 
ring, the very counterpart. Duchess Anne, of one I saw with 
your uncle the great Elector Maurice, when myself and 
George Mansfeldt, Countess Agnes's father and my right 
good friend" — 

At this instant two servants brought in the lighted tapers ; 
and, as their reflection fell on the duchess, she looked as 
motionless and ghastly as though she had died without a 
struggle, and still sat corpse-like on her chair. 

The alarm, the confusion, the cold water and cordials, the 
exclamations and the prayers — all that is usual on such oc- 
casions was not wantinff on this. But of all the persons 
present, Agnes alone had a true notion of the duchess's ail- 
ment, and she only therefore conld suggest the fitting remedy. 
She had no doubt that the wonderful personage who had to 
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addled Baron Conrad was identical with him whose tyranny 
had so subdued her friend. She knew that repose and im- 
mediate removal to her apartment, where no obstacle would 
prevent the free utterance of her feelings, was the only course 
to be pursued towards her recovery. She therefore, by every 
possible persuasion, strove to snatch her from the torturing 
kindness by wbicli she was on all hands assailed. But the 
baron and baroness, and their warm-hearted daughters, were 
not to be shaken oflf— old Spangenberg alone comprehending 
and seconding the arguments of Agnes. 

At length the duchess began to recover herself sufficiently 
to act on these suggestions. She rose from her seat ; and, 
taking Agnes^s arm, she motioned towards the door, thus ex- 
pressing her wish to retire. The rest made way ; the baron 
exclaiming, , 

** Good, good ! all is right again ! So, so ! 'twais this wild 
talk about monks and magic, and such wild devilry that 
frightened our fair and noble guest. So, so, cheer up, dear 
duchess. Pastor Spangenberg will say a short prayer or 
two by-and-by, to purify the house of such evil subjects as 
we talked of erewhile. A night-lamp shall remain in your 
sleeping-room. The girls shall relieve each other at your 
bed-side. My nephew here and myself will watcK by turns 
in your anti-room till cock-crow, and to-morrow all will be 
well again. For the elector has honoured me and my poor 
mansion by inviting himself to supper, with my friend Nuenar 
and Count Scotus himself, twho, be he what he may, has 
tricks and turns at his fingers' ends, that would raise the sick 
from the very death-couch, and lay the liveliest ghost that 
ever'* — 

Ere the sentence was finished, the duchess, wholly over- 
come, sank faintly on the floor. She was carried senseless 
to her bed ; and when she came.to herself again, she found 
Agnes and Freda watching over her, and applying various 
means of recovery. The baron, the old chaplain, and most of 
the household, were watching at the door. Emma was mix- 
ing up, by her mother's direction, and from her private store 
of drugs, a cordial dose which she pronounced infallible in 
cases of heart-sickness or nervous affection. But the baron 
gave his advice for ** a possett of good muscadine, with nut- 
meg, ginger, and other spices, as worth all the prescriptions 
of the doctors, from Galen down to Simon Hartezbraten, who 
had dosed and did little good to the family, for the last two 
dozen years and more.'* 
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Agnes, judging her friend's anxiety for an uninterrupted 
conference, requested Freda to retire and leave the duchess 
entirely to her care. She confidently expected that the latter 
would back this by strenuous and decisive words. What 
then was her surprise to find her, on the contrary, express 
the greatest reluctance to be left alone with Agnes, whom 
she entreated, in terms the most affectionate but most deci- 
sive, to leave her to herself, and to the sole care of her wait- 
ing gentlewoman ? After seeing that she was quite recover- 
ed and settled for the night, Agnes consequently retired,, 
wondering not a little at the sudden and apparently capri- 
cious change, which, however, she forebore to qualify by any 
harsher epithet. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



It was now evident that terror, at the tery mention of her 
oppressor's name and his probable appearance in the same 
house with her, had frustrated all Duchess Anne's resolu- 
tion, and totally checked the progress of her intended reve- 
lations to Agnes. As we do not wish to keep our readers in 
the same state of suspense to which our heroine was thus 
forced, nor to impress them with any exaggerated notions 
relative to the secret of the unhappy duchess, we will briefly 
state the circumstances of her intercourse with Scotus, and 
the matter which so particularly weighed on her mind. 

Enough has been explained, from her own lips, of the un- 
holy mastery he had obtained over her ; and her character, 
aecounting'for the facility of his conquest, may have in some 
measure betrayed itself already. The Duchess of Saxe-Co- 
burg possessed, with many qualities highly amiable and 
with a considerable share of talent, that curious but not un-' 
common failing of sensitive women, which gives them a 
positive pride m a weakness even greater than is usual to 
their sex. 

The wilful submission to some tyranny as a title to com- 
passion, or the wish for misfortunes — merely to have the pri- 
vilege of proclaiming oneself unhappy, seem inconceivable 
failings of the female mind. Yet we find them at times ex- 
ert a powerful influence, preventing some from breaking away 
from their misery, and prompting others to provoke and ex- 
aggerate their distresses. 

It would be scarcely fair to rank the Duchess of Saxe- 
Coburg in a class of beings so pitiable. She was deeply 
tinged with the morbid vanity which is the base of such 
weakness. But she had too much pride to admit of its taking 
possession altogether of her character ; and had not the super- 
stition of the age led her to believe firmly in the supeniatural 
power of Scotus, she had never vielded to his despotism. 

The machinations by which this practised impostor work- 
ed on her may be easily imagined, when her helpless situa- 
tion and her ardent disposition are recollected. The duke, 
her husband, volatile and dissipated, was glad to leave her as 
much as possible to herself, and the society of this new ac- 
quaintance, and to escape from the monotony of reproachful 
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tendehie88 ^th ^ich she ever reoeived him. But Ihis early 
affection at tiroes brought him back, as food and ardent as 
'^ver; while his ample reliance on her honour left him at all 
times secure for his own. 

The designs of the Italian adventurer were manifold. But 
he soon saw that his best chance of success was in regard to 
those which had reference to pecuniary gain. He at least 
resolved to prosecute them first, as most likely to lead to 
those which he kept in reserve. He calculated that if he 
could once involve his intended victim in some grand scheme 
of money embarrassment, he would have her completely in 
his power for all purposes. He therefore turned all his ef* 
forts towards that point. He had previously exhausted the 
scanty stores of the duke, whose ^reat expenses, in an extra- 
vagant establishment and carousings of enormous cost, to- 
gether with his profuse expenditure for scientific schemes, 
left him but little to be swindled of. The duchess herself 
had still less at command ; for a generous disposition kept 
her always poor as to mere money. But she was rich in the 
possession of most magnificent jewels. Few princesses of 
her time, of higher rauK even, were so abundantly supplied 
with those splendid ornaments, to which the extravagance of 
fashion in those times gave an importance even beyond their 
intrinsic value. It was just at this period that Elizabeth of 
England was issuing sumptuary laws, to restrain a profusion 
in her nobility which sovereign princes wished to limit to 
themselves. Those of Germany often exhibited on their 
persons as much as two or three times the worth of their 
yearly revenues; hoping br^hose displays to dazzle the eyes 
of their subjects, if iJ^y could not altogether blind them to 
the comparative lasignificaoce of their rulers. Anne of Sax- 
ony, thouir'' (1>^ youngest was also the favourite daughter of 
her parents; and from them as well as her uncle Maurice she 
h^M^ received numerous jewels, besides the presents lavished 
on her by her husband and his family, on her marriage and 
afterwards. It was on those accumulated stores that the 
mercenary eyes of Scotus were fixed, and for the obtaining of 
which every other as bad, but not as base, design was put in 
abeyance. 

We must not stop whatever interest our tale may possess, 
bv dwelling on anterior circumstances, the result of which is 
already known to our readers, Scotus obtained possession 
of the jewels; having first completely subdued the mind of 
their too crednloos owner, to the belief in his integrity as 
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Well as the eonvretion of his power* He iioA fiiiooeeded in 
Mrsirading her that for the furtlieraiice of hie projeet to bring 
Daek the wandering affections of her husbaiMly some ineeti- 
mable and almost unpurchasable accessaries were required, 
to obtain which a sum of money was wasting quite beyond 
his command ; and she had no fand on which to draw for it* 
The many attempts already made to eflfect the parpose she 
had so mnch at heart, and with saeh TSrisd and al together 
such imperfect snccess, had so involTed her in tkm Italian's 
pl>sns, and so instigated her to persist to the final accompHsb* 
ment of her hopes, that she could not retreat, even if she wosld, 
without incurring his reproaches or excithi^ his re^ensre. in 
the early parts of their intercourse he had insinuated himself 
completely into her admiration and good opinion. As it ad-' 
ranced he had entirely succeeded in making himself an ob^ 
ject of dread. She looked on him at length as a being of 
superior power, and capable of any means for its exertion—-^ 
as a sort of malignant genius, by whose agency a good ob» 
jeet may be effected, and whose wickedness would stop set 
nothing for the attainment of a bad one. 

But before she obtained this conTietion, the most fatal 8tep» 
of her intercourse with this her evil genius had been t^ken. 
Under pretext of examining the jewels and selecting a por^ 
tion of them, to be placed in the hands of her relaSre the* 
Margrave of Anspacn, as security for a secret loan, Scotur 
had obtained possession of the whole ; and no sooner bad 
he secured them than -he at once threw off the mask, and 
avowed his intention of making use of some of them for his 
own purposes, and keeping the nmt as a pledge for her se* 
crecy and discretion. In the mean time persisting that he 
had the power of bringing back the duke to Vms allegiance, 
and promising that he would complete that objcih^ besides 
securing to her a harvest of some mystical and indescrt^ble 
happiness, of the nature of which he said she was not yet oa^^ 
pable of forming a notion. 

A moment's reflection told the unfortnnate duchess that 
she was completely in this wretch's power. During the pro- 
cess of his various spells and incantations, he had nrom nme 
to time obtained from her sundry personal tokens, such as 
locks of her hair, trinkets containing amulets and love 
charms, and some signatures of her name, on scraps of paper 
to which the expert juggler had appended sentences in re- 
ssmblance of her writing, and conveying sentiments of most 
criminal tendency. These he without faesitatioa assured her 
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ke would prodoee, in eon&rittatioii ot a direct aoeusation 
affainst her iconjagal idelity, did site dare to rereal the fact 
of hb being the possessor of the jewels-; and to conceal his 
iuqmty, he made her consent to a fabricated story of their 
being BitAen. To giye a greater appearance of probability to 
the tale, Scolus took every measure that ingenious TillaBy 
could devise ; he made openings in the windows and door- 
paneis of the apartment wnere the jewels were usually depo* 
sited, left foot-prints on the floors and traces in the garden^ 
where forcible entry was supposed to have been enectedy 
taking care to have those of a size different to his own feel; 
fixed a ladder against the garden wall, and finally he placed 
one or two of the empty caskets on the line of probable flighty 
which the imagined robber might most naturally have taken. 
Grievous was the regret with which the unfortunate duchess 
found herself entangled in such a web of deceit and danger. 
Bat compromised and committed as she was, she knew not 
what to do ; and felt escape to be utterly hopeless. She was 
buoyed up, also, by the belief that after all she should be 
made happy by the very machinations which now caused her 
such misery. As to the real and right course to be pursted 
•—a full confession to her husband, and an exposure of the 
wretoh who had so worked on her for her own dishonour-— 
^e dared not harbour the thought. Dread of the duke's an- 

fer, of the Italian's vengeance, of public disg^race, all kept 
^t Mlent ; aad mixed with all there was that infatuated ex- 
peetatioB of ultimate good, which had her mind been left fa 
Its own beautiful pnrity» she had known to be incompatible 
with such base means. 

The fabricated details of the robbery were sent abroad and 
believed. Suspicion never fell on the .real culprit, or on his 
hapless associate. So far it might be supposed all wesrt 
well. But it was then, in fact, that her anguish of mind be- 
gan ; for among the many objects on whom calumny endea* 
voured to fix the stigma of infamy the duke her husband was 
himself included ! His extrava^nce dnd his debts were the 
pretences on which the daring insinuations were based ; and 
the original propagator of this monstrous slander was, as our 
readers will readfly believe, Scotus the Italian., But thoM 
who were not in the secret of his infamy in vain endeavoured 
to trace the author ; several persons being, however, most 
ready to propagate the vile invention. 

It was the fate of Anne of Saxony, like almost every other 
priaoess who wanies out of her own immediate coQntry, Iq 
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be followed to that of her hasbtnd by seyeral household 8T' 
eophants, who invariablj endeavoar to breed discontent m 
the mind of their mistress, magnifying the demerits of her 
adopted home, decrying whatever is good ; and when, as in 
her case, the wife happens to be of a more elevated family or 
kaa^tier lineage than the sovereign she is mated with, in^ 
stilling on overy possible occasion disparaging comparisons 
between what was her's by the chance of birth and that which 
she has chosen. Few princesses have the good sense to per- 
ceive what a bad compliment is concealed under this flat- 
tery ; and there was certainly much in the situation of the 
Duchess of Saze-Coburg to excuse her for not forming an ex- 
ception. But when, eniboldened by her facility in permitting 
such liberties as those, one or two sneaking dependants dared 
to insinuate their belief in the calumny against her husband's 
honour, her indignant refutation was proportioned to her 
knowledge of his innocence. Even had she not had such 
ieital proof of the latter in her own consciousness, she had as 
certainly repelled the outrageous supposition. And no an- 
swer could be ventured to her solemnly-urged questions-— 
** How could a prince, a knight, a gentleman, stoop to so vile 
an act !«— or how could it be necessary for Atm, who had only 
to express a want, to hint a wish, and all that was hers on 
earth, not merely ornamental baubles, but the minutest ucn 
oessaries of life, had been laid at his feet V^ 

Even those who believed the monstrous calumny were 
struck dumb by this reasoning. But it was soon turned into 
a new subject of praise to the conscience-stricken utterer, who 
was lauded still higher than ever for her imputed magnani» 
mous fbrbearanee ; while she, who could by one sentence 
have confessed and established the truth, dared not open her 
lips. It was then no wonder that she was mtseraole, nor 
were her expressions of mental anffuish exaggerated. Few 
things are more distressing to an Tngrenuous mind than the 
necessity of submitting to undeserved praise. And when it 
is at the expense of another's innocence and honour, it must 
be excruciating. 

Unable longer to bear the sight of her husbapd, of her 
tyrant, or of the scene of transactions which so sunk her in 
her own respect, the duchess at last resolved to remove 
for awhile from Coburg. She availed herself of the opportu- 
nity afforded by the Uonference of Cologne, to which the 
idle, the curious, or it might be, as in her own case, the un- 
happy, were flocking from many parts of Genaany, la search 
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of pleasure. Obtaining the ready petmiseion of the diiko» 
she resolved to ioyke herself) as has been told, for a few 
weeks^ visit to Baron von Kriechlingen, the old friend of her 
family, whose daughters had been long known to her as chil* 
dren ; but the facility thus griven of meeting affain, in uncon- 
trolled intercourse, her beloved and confidential friend Agnes 
de Mansfeldt, was the chief inducement with the duchess. 
She wrote her such a letter as could not fail being answered 
in person^ And it was accompanied by the invitation which 
Duchess Anne had solicited for her friend from the baron's 
family, and which they, as Agnes*s relatives, were delighted 
to send to her. 

But another consent was required before those projects 
were put in execution ; and it was with the terror of a slave 
soliciting a boon from his taskmaster that the duchess re- 

guested it from Scotus. He readily granted his sanction, for 
er plan precisely tallied with bis own* Having secured the 
means of appearing at Cologne, in the style which would, as 
he had good reason to believe, be the best passport to the no- 
tice of the elector, he had a double motive in approving of the 
duchess taking the same destination. He thus secured hex 
against the chance of any betrayal of their joint seevet, td 
which conscience or accident might lead her were he away ; 
and he was not sorry to have such a fear-fettered instrument 
as she, to aid in whatever design might spring up during his 
expedition. And among the half-formed projects in which 
he indulged were some connected with th&t incomparable be- 
ing, whose beauty, virtue, i^nd talent, was the never-ceasing 
theme of her scarce too partial friend's eulogiums. Thus 
Sootus knew Agnes before he saw her even ; and the impres- 
sion he so accurately observed her personal charms to have 
made on the elector, during the period in which Uiey both 
saw her for the first time, determined him to obtain her, if 
possible, as an auxiliary in, his schemes on her susceptible 
admirer. 

As soon as Scotus *was assured of Duchess Anne's ar^ 
raogements, he set o«it from Coburg ; and he found at Ham^ 
burg many lapidaries and monsyers— *as speculating capita^ 
lists were then called>*-^to facilitate the conversion of a por« 
titm of his ill-gotten treasure into eash^ Pufchases of vari^ 
ons kinds, horses, carriages, and'apparel, were quickly made t 
and a retinue hired, proportioned to a rank much more ele- 
vated than that assumed by the adventurer, who now dubbed 
t^niself count, and took airs that would have been unbecoii;t*^ 
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Log in ft prioee. He had soon insimiaied himself rato the 
good graces of the commercial world of Hamburgh. Where 
gain was the chief object of men's lives, he who bad wealth 
was sure of respect, or what passed for such. But is this re-> 
proach only due to the Hamburg moneyers of the sixteenth 
oentury 1 How many puritanical pretenders to-day seek out, 
associate with, and fawn to, the basest and meanest of man- 
kind, whose means allow them to pander to the appetites of 
those sordid sycophants who at once feed on and despise 
themt 

The next move in the great game now played by Scotus, 
brought him to Cologne. His progress there has been related. 
The effect produced on the duchess by the written announce- 
ment of his arrival, by her passing view of him in the pro- 
cession, and the threatened certainty of his appearance in Uie 
very house, which was no longer one of refuge from his pre- 
sence or of relief against her wretchedness, have been also 
told» And we so conclude this retrospective episode in the 
drama, of which, after all, these were not alone the chief 
actors. 

While the duchess lay in all? the tortures of solitude, and 
her friends either watched over or lamented her situation, and 
the domestics of the establishment were running to and fro 
in various directions, and the whole of Kriechlingon house 
was in confusion, old Karl Kreutzer sat in the welUstnffed 
comfort of his large leathern chair, close to the iron stove of 
his lodge, and in ati atmosphere that would have suffocated 
any less salamandrine personage than a German house- 
porter. 

It has often struck us as a question of curious speculation 
••^how did the good folks of Germany contrive to kill thought 
before the introduction of tobacco and the invention of pipes 
taught men to smother it and smoke-dry their own intellects, 
after the present fashion ? It is a problem now hand to be 
solved. But we must only hope, for the honour of the olden 
time, that modem dullness was a parallel importation with 
that of ^* ibe Virginian weed," and that there was vivacity 
and vigour, of mind and body both, ere ovrr King James blew 
his *' counterblaste'' against that *< ppecioua stinke, hateful to 
the nose, harmfnl to the brain, hurtful ta the lungs, and in 
the black fumes thei^eof neamst resemhHng the horrible Sty«r 
gian smoke of the pit that is bottomless."* 

Karl Kreutzer ws^s, however, ss stgpid an individual as, 

• Wnp James's works — « A GQunterblsjite to Tobacco."* 
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one might meet even in the porter^s lodge of a German baron 
to-day ; only alive, but that keenly enough^ on the one par- 
ticular ^int of his own interest. And while he now sat ra- 
minating on the events of the last twelve hours, he nfbntally 
cast op, as was his wont, the debtor aad creditor of hid day^s 
account, and strove at last to strike a balance. 

«» So.!" soliloquized he—-'' so ! the day is well nt^h over 
-^the evening has set in — and night is fast coming on. 
Good ! and what has this new day done for Karl Kreutzer 1 
I am some fifteen hours older than I was when I rose with 
the sun. How much the wiser or the richer am I at his 
down-going ? Two golden ducats for vails, besides what I 
may reckon on from this young duchess for carrying her the 
letter. Got wot what it was worth ! but the messenger whp 
bare it — ^and she was a wondrous wild one — gave me cause 
Co hold it as a missive of high price, if so be ii the happiness 
of this fair lady was dependant thereon. But what matters 
that to me ? Is it my place to pry into the secrets of the 
house — masters or visitors, servants or followers ? no, no ; a 
wise porter has always an open hand for what comes in, and 
a closed eye for what passes oot — and easy it is to pass at 
his blind side, who can blink right or left as occasion re^ 
quires. Is it. my concern, forsooth ! if the groom of the 
chambers steals forth at night, and returns with a gentle tap 
at the window by day-break 1 am I to ask whence, comes it I 
as he puts a broad silver piece on my palm with his right 
hand, and places the finger of his left on his closed lips, as 
much as to say mum ! Would that be becoming 1 Or if a 
veiled lady enters softly at night, and trips up the back stairs 
towards the young chaplain's attic, would it be gallant op 
civil to say aback ! when I know she will come stealthily 
down ere cock-crow, and his reverence by her side, to give 
her a blessing as she passes the gate, arid me a guilder or 
two as I cautiously draw the bolt behind her? Am I, Karl 
Kreutzer, a censor of morals to wicked Cologne ? alas and 
alack ! I should have a hard task of it. And if the kitchen- 
boy carries out the market panniers as heavy as the cook 
sends them in, is it my place te look under the covers and 
count fragments-^r am I to ask if the flasks be full or empty 
which the cellar^man takes forth in his broad breeches- 
pockets — or refuse the cold pastry, or pot of conserves, or the 
choppine of Rhenish, or bottle of Malvoisie, which my fel- 
low-servants drop in the lodge as they pass by in token of 
p]d kindness ? Is a porter a thief-catcher, or an mfbrqier, 0| 
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h spy t ChiiUwahre / If he tarn such a meddler and make- 
miaohief my braAck of the Christmas tree would run small 
tiiSk of breaking down !* wh^ Is h to me if the yona§ Baron 
Ulrtck flips into the eoartyard and Ihigers ro 1^ gardeOf 
after he has taken leare at niffht and is beliered by hh uncle 
and aunt to be safe in his college at fionn ; while Frauliae 
Freda, Heaven bless her ! steals out to keep him company, 
albeit her worthy parents, my good masters, fancy her listeop 
in^ to Pastor Scragglekopft's lecture at the congregation's 
dburch hard by 1 Would it be meet for me, who winked at 
the wild doings of her iWther in his early days, to thwart the^ 
innocent pleasures of the daughter now that he is old T WhOf 
goes there ? who draws the posteiti bolt ?" 

«« It is only I, good Karl, going forth in haste for drags to 
the pharmacy in the Kirchgasse for the sick lady above," 
mid the out-goer, one of the rarlets, so despatched by orders 
of the baroness, for some medicament of which her store 
was deficient ; and taking advantage of the errand to carry 
off some of the dav's spoils, for sale at a not diatant tavern.. 

*'And a marvellous slow gate dost thou go at, honest 
Simon," said Karl, half aloud. '< He who halts on his road 
to the doctor hurries on his way to the fiend, saith the pro-^ 
Yerb---«and methinks that large bundle under thy cloak le a 
sort of passport for thy .safe journey \ But never mind ! It ia 
no matter of mine ! 

* When the thief creepeth. 
The watchman sleepeth,' 

as the old rhyme has it. And God's mercy ! let hiin who JM 
paid for it look to it, as the saying is. No ! never be it t<^d 
of Karl Kreutzer that he peached against his fellows. Thirty 
years and more have I sat in this lodge, and never wronged 
my masters myself, nor meddled with those who did. wit 
in Bimmel / I can sleep with a clear conscienoe," 

With these words, Karl betook himself again to hid easy 
chair, which a keener perception of right and wrong might 
have perhaps made an uneasy one. But he was of that class 

* Old Karl here alluded to the German custom which still ex-. 
ists— most amiably— of hanging presents of various kinds on 
branches cut from the tops of young fir-trees^ which are lighted 
up and decorated in a yery tasteful nshion,^ in. every houses Irom^ 
^ace to cottage on Qhruitmas evQiu 
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of men who deceive themselves with as little remorse as 
they cheat others, or let them be cheated, when their own 
interest is at stake* 

Scarcely had the porter begfan to doze, when he was 
aroused by a gentle tap at the street casement close to the 
postern, such as he had alluded to erewhile as the return sig- 
nal of the truant groom of the chambers, as well as others of 
the household night wanderers. 

"Who's there ?" briskly cried Karl, without stirring from 
his seat or moving limb or muscle ; long habit having accus- 
tomed him to sleep, as it were, like a hare, with his eyes 
open, and to call out instinctively at the slightest sound. 

'« Come hither, kind master Karl ?*' said a voice at the 
window. 

** Aye, aye, it is ever thus — ^kind master Karl, good master 
Karl, honest master Karl,^whenever they have anything to 
ask for. But when otherwise, this honest, good, kind 
gossip of theirs is only a surly, churlish, dogged old fVtl- 
low. And were I but to lose my place — ^what would it be 
thent" 

" Good Karl, it is me— open the gate !** 

" And who the fiend are you V* said the old man grum- 
bling as he left his seat and moved towards the window. 
" You forsooth ! I am expected to know every one, am II 
Here it was only this forenoen that an ill-favoured varlet I 
never before clapped eyes upon called out that he was my 
friend Caspar .Schott — while a ragged-skirted wench, as 
strange-faced as impudent, would have thrust her squalling 
child into my lodge for old acquaintance sake ! and another'* — 

*^ Master Karl !'* said the voice, and a gentle tap accom- 
panied the call. 

*< Well, well, I'm coming a'nt I ? Walk in and tell your 
business, be ye whom ye may," exclaimed the testy Cerbe- 
rus, drawing the cord that raised the spring-latch of the 
postern, and looking at the same time, like a trusty sentinel, 
,from the one-paned window, to mark if the new comer was 
one who might or might not pass at his blind side. But 
when he caught a fall view of the old woman who had so 
bribed and so frightened liim in the morning, he started back 
a pace or two, and his knees knocked together as she stepped 
into the lodge and closed the door behind her. 

" Kind Master Karl, I told you we should meet again," 
and she, unceremoniously seating herself (in a very uofemi- 
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bine posUure ta Karl UiougUt) ott a low Aiooi beeiile the 
sWve. 

«* Sit down in your chair," continued she; and Karl obeyed 
mechanically, albeit unused to have the koBoiin of. his 
8trong*hold done by another. 

'^ And now that you are seated again on your throne like a 
king, let me look at your palm that 1 may see what good 
will betide ye to-night." 

Karl had a particular horror of chiromancy and all actfts of 
fortune-telliDg, ever since an old witch had propheoied in hla 
boyhood that he would live a bachelor and die a beggar* 
The first part of the prophecy he had beeo ever afraid to bo- 
lie, and the latter was a subject of perpetual dread and grow- 
ing avarice. Nothing but his expectation of gain from his 
connexion with the old woman could have induced him to 
held forth his open hand ; and while he did so, be said in a 
plaintive tone, ^ 

" Good dame, speak no ill of rae or my fortune. 1 hate to 
hear bad news, all king as you would christen me-— aye an 
much as the monarch of France himself; and they say King 
Henry has just put down the Paris almanacs, rather than 
suffer their predictions to go abroad*— and a good example it 
is for t|ie world. Deal gently with my hand^lioes and linea- 
ments, kind mother! Don't tell me that I am to be ha^iged^ or 
drowned— I like not to look forward on a violent end ; and 
h9Wb^H I P)ti8t die in poverty, let it be at lea^t on a f ^let of 

clean straw. There !" 

And with the concluding word Jie stretched forth his hand) 
turning aside his head the while, as though he had been 
holding out his limb fov amputation. Nor could the first 
cut of the surpreon's knife have caused a more sudden start to 
a Bervoue patient than did the slap on the open palm |fiven 
to Karl Kreutzer by that of his companion produce in him. 

*« There !" exclaimed the operator, echoing the porter's 
word, <^ hold your fist now firm shut, and good luek will be 
sure to come to It." 

Karl religiously performed Uiis bidding, though his nerves * 
tingled with pain from finger's point to dbow ; and be 
stansd without speaking a word, as the old woman went on, 

*^ Well Karl, you did your business like a good messenger 
this morning. The drug worked well." 

M The drug ! GoitbeuHihre / I gave no drug-— I deny it— I 
call the town council and his highness the elector to witnesSf 



if bfae dies hf foul meanir it Is noDe of my doing,*' eded f he 
tffirrffied porter, the dreCd of being everr by ioiplieatien a 
poisoner oterdoming aU other fear ; and as he spoke he at* 
tempted to rise, bat he was held fast by a strong grasps his 
hiand opening in the struggle^ and two double ducaloons, with 
« small billet in the form of that he had delivered in the mom* 
ing, falling on the floor. 

*<See, see man, what a shower of good things falls from 
your own hands. What are yon scared at 1 Drug is but a 
mystical word that means letter in plain speech, so take op 
your money, and that other gentle missive, and let both go 
quickly the same road as the last.'* 

<* Oh, if so all is right — good ! good !" said the porter, ever 
convinoed by the explanation that was accompanied by a fee. 
'* I am willing, worthy dame, to do the service that is so 
nobly requited, but I must protest against false alarms. I 
am easily shaken by the fear of foul play, and the duchess 
being so fearfully ill" 

«* What do you say 1— ill 1" cried the old woman, grasping 
the porter's arm. 

*» Aye, by my soul, good dame, and if they speak truly 
through the mansion, grievously ill. I hope, I hope dame, 
nought of evil was conveyed in that silk-bound scented billet 
-*-no poisonous perfumes, no unction, that touchjng the skin 
takes the life — no*'— 

*' Hush, master porter, hush! Do you not hear a tap at 
your street window 1" 

'« Body o' me ! yes. You have a keen ear for a signal tap, 
good dame, to hear it before Karl Kreutzer !" 

While the porter spoke, his companioii sprang from her 
stool with great agility, and hid herself behind a curtain, 
which hung acrose the alcove that contained the functionary's 
bed. In the mean time Karl pulled his string, opened the 
poetem, and gave admittance to a man wrapped in a dark 
mantle. 

<*Save you, master porter!" said he, with an unbend Ingr 
air, and at the same time keeping his face closely concealed. 
»* These are busy times; you have several strangers in the 
house, have you not V 

^ Many more than I wish for, and some that might be 
well spared—- no offence, sir stranger," replied Karl. '* And 
what may it be that brings you to swell the number 1" 

** We are alone, good fellow 1" asked the other, in an au- 
thoritative tone. Karl, wishfrig to meet this by his usual 
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aeli^important style, and at the same time held doubly in 
cheek by the stranger's hanghty deportment and the fear of 
his discoverinff the secrets oi the alcove, replied to one 
qaestion by a tew others. 

«( Do you see any one else here ? Have you ever heard 
that 1 was a married mani Do you. suspect me of conceal'* 
ing a listener behind the curtain to patch every stray idlei* 
that chooses to come and pump me for news ?" 

**No offence, no offence, master porter ; it is only that I 
wished just to obtain your good offices with regard to one of 
the lady visitors, who now abide here. " 

*' Why as for that my master, I am never unwilling to do 
a good turn (as there a/e those not far off who could testify) 
when the fair sex is concerned ; howbeit I have ever kept 
clear of them on my own score — but there may be a fate in 
that,'' said Karl, softened by the chance of a coming douceur, 
*♦ and as I always consider" 

*'So! so! enough, enough! wilt thou then undertake to 

deliver this secretly to What means thy grinning ? Off 

hands, fellow !" said the stranger, stepping back, his sen- 
tence broken, and his temper, it would seem, somewhat ruf- 
fled, by the imperfect winks which Karl dared not bring de- 
cidedly to bear on the alcove and by the downward pluck he 
fave to the stranger's mantle, as the latter thought with a 
esign of uncovering his face. 

*' Fellow ! off hands ! potz tausend/ Is it thus a favour is 
to be required ? Is that language from him who asks to 
him who is expected to grant? Croit in IRmmel / but the 
world is tuning round, and the wrong way, methinks! 
Moreover this is no time to send missives to a lady who is 
sore sick. — Better come to-morrow ; no one may now ap- 
proach the Duchess Anne; better come to-morrow." 

Of this speech of the porter, the an^ry parts were all af- 
fected, and the latter prompted by a wish to keep the com- 
munication, which he took it for granted was for the duchess, 
free from the reach of the old woman. He was too stupid 
to recollect that there was another strange lady in the house. 

"Verily, my honest fellow, thou art'wroth with little 
reason, and thy ire o'ermasters thy wit. 1 meant not any 
offence — nor is this missive intended for the Duchess of 
Saxe-Coburg. I would confide it to thee to be delivered to 
Countess Agnes de Mansfeldt. Wilt thou take charge of 
iti" 

" O ho ! The Countess Agnes! oh, that is a very different 
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alfair. Aye, marry, that I will, for she seems a kind-hearted 
lady. She smiled like an angrel when 1 went up to the bal- 
cony to-day with the letter for — hem ! hem ! When I went 
up to the gallery"— 

«' Well, well! all that is unimportant now. Take means 
to place this in the young countess's hands hy noon to-mor* 
row, and you will do me a favour, and yourself no disservice. 
Let this be the token !" 

With these words the stranger slipped a piece of money 
into the porter's hand, and with a hasty and haughty adieu, 
he disappeared. 

** Good night ! Sleep well !" said Karl as the postern 
closed ; and ere he could turn round towards the alcove, its 
secret tenant had nimbly darted from it, and snatched the 
letter from his hand. 

<' Hold, dame, hold ! or rather, let me say, let loose your 
hold — ^That fair missive" 

** Peace fool, peace !" exclaimed the other, stamping his 
foot-— aye his ! But our readers have already detected the 
sex of this mysterious person. And poor Karl Kreutzer 
could no longer be deceived in it, as he looked gaping on his 
companion, whose tall figure, springing up suddenly from his 
former stooping posture, appeared, in its female drapery, 
gigantic ; whose voice sounded like the explosion of a falco- 
net ; and the grasp of whose hand seemed to have crushed 
the sinews and muscles of the electrified porter's arm. 

The keen eye of the stranger darted in an instant into the 
folds of the paper, which he held up to the lamp that burned 
on the table ; and he saw its contents w^ith a glance. He 
then placed it in Karl's hand ; and uttering, in a most im- 
pressive tone, an injunction to deliver both missives with the 
greatest care and speed, he tucked up his attire in the com- 
^pactest manner, darted through the postern, and disappeared 
in a twinkling, baffling the rapid movement of old Karl's 
thrust-out head and the search of his peering eyes. 

" Htrr Jesus /" muttered the latter, as he withdrew into his 
den, '< well might Pastor Scragglekopft say in his discourse, 
'fore yesterday, that intrigue and mystery would spread their 
dark mantle over Cologne, and the devil hold fast the corners 
during the conference. It is come to pass, it is come to 
pass r The holy man spoke the words of truth — and now let 
every one look to his own. Then what can this new secret 
be, concerning the young countess above 1 It feels heavier 
than a mere missive, or a copy of love-lines sent by some 
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crazy poet for a compliment. Let me see, but first let roe 
look at the fee — the vtaticum as the chaplain laughingly calls 
his little present to pay the travelling expenses of these ad* 
venturing letters. It felt very like a guilder— -but that strap-* 
pinpr masquerader took the power of touch out jof my fingers 
by his rude grasp. What ! a broad doubloon ! Gott in Sim' 
met / but I thought ho was a brave gallant, that proud-spoken 
cloak-wrapped messenger. Now for a peep into hi s . 
who's there again ? In the name of all the fiends, who's 
there ? Is there to be no peace for me to-night ? Who's there, 
I say 1" 

*' Open, Karl, open quickly ! I'm out of breath with run- 
ning from the pharmacy — open, open !" cried the servant out- 
side, knocking loudly on the postern the while. 

'* Running from the pharmacy ! running from the taverners', 
lying knave !" muttered Karl, as he leisurely pulled the bolt- 
string, having first placed the two letters in a strong box, for 
after examination. '* Ah, it is you, honest Simon 1" conti- 
nued he, as the varlet entered, '* how those lazy apothekes 
keep folk waiting." 

** Aye that they do, Karl — is the duchess no worse for the 
delay ?" asked the breathless man, passing in speed towards^< 
the stair-case. 

'^ What know I of the duchess you dog ! up, up stairs 
with your drugs. If she is the worse for tarrying, ten to 
one she will be little the better for taking. Ah, Gott in Him* 
mel/ may I be saved from the two great curses of life — for- 
tune-telling and physic ! But Heaven preserve this duchess 
meanwhile — she has, as yet, been no thorn in the side of ho- 
nest Karl Kreutzer ;" and so muttering into the broad end, 
as it might be said, of his own trumpet, this gentle note of 
self-praise and selfishness died away, without even an echo for 
the ear of the world. How many a more important individual 
than the old porter is this moment, even while we write, si- 
lently breathing out a somewhat similar tributiB to the omni- 
potence of egotism ! 

Just at the time that old Karl Kreutzer was murmuring 
this illustration of the universal principle, the Elector-arch- 
bishop of Cologne was throwing off a dark cloak, with the 
aid or Walram his faithful valet, in that private cabinet in 
which he had held the interview with Count Nuonar. 

"Thou art sure, Walram," said he, "that none observed 
me going out, nor as I entered by the private way 1" 

^ None, your highness, I watched carefully, and led off 
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one or two stragglers of the household who lingered in the 
west corridor— none others were in the way of observation." 

*' Riffht, WalraiB, thou hast done well-— give me a sober 
snit#of black now, I mast visit the nuncio to-night. Say not 
that I have been'abroad — ^thou knowest I do not wish ' ■ " 

** To have your highnesses private charities pryed into^-I 
know it well." 

<* Ah ! Wairam," said the elector smiling, << thou art the 
best of confidants. Thou wouldst persuade me that thou 
knowest not my secret doings, and conceal even from thyself 
what I confide to thee. Thou, at least, will never betray me 
Walram V' 

*< Good, your highness, I have nought to betray — ^I know 
nothing of your hishness that might not be told to the town 
council, and lauded by Johan Hilpaert, your worst enemy." 

*' Go to, Walram — ^you flatter too well," continued the elec- 
tor, as he pursued the operation of the toilette. " So ! this 
grave attire is good for to-night ; but for to-morrow's dinner, 
Walram, my last new suit of purple and gold, and all my 
rings — all my orders — remember, W alram, all. " 

** Yes, your highness." 

*^ Thou knowest the whole conference feasts with me — and 
neither proud d'Arschot, nor vain-glorious Terranova must 
even approach me in splendour !" 

To these last words, uttered but half aloud and even that 
unconsciously, the prudent confident made no reply. 
' ^^ All shall be ready, your higlmess. And for supper at Ba- 
ron Yon Kriechlingen's how will it please your highness to 
be dressed V* 

*^ How ? as at dinner, to be sure, in my most proud dis- 
play !" 

** Your highness — if I dare remind you of it, said Uwas a 
private supper-party." 

*' And so it is, Walram — so private that I would not have 
my going bruited much abroad. But nevertheless, I would 
appear at it in a blaze of splendour. Yes ! she shall see me 
as Semele saw Jove, but not be consumed like her !" 

*' Your highness ?" said the valet, stepping close to his 
lord, curiosity overcoming for a moment his previous cau- 
tion. 

«< I spoke not— or if I did Hwas not for thee, good Walram. 
Has Count Scotus taken possession of his apartment ?" 

** He has, your highness, an hour gone." 

'* I will visit him there," said the elector, waving his hand 




112 

as he left the cabinet, and went into a narrow passage lead- 
ing to the apartment allotted to the Italian's use, which open- 
ed oat upon a terrace in the extensive gardens of the palace. 

" He might as well have spoken it outright a\ once — I 
shall soon know the secret, be it what it may," thought Wal- 
ram, as his lord disappeared^ ** But do I not see already that 
a new amour lift? him up thus above his usual bearing? And 
shall I quarrel with that? no, no, the flood-gates of genero- 
sity are ever open when a rich man falls in love — and he who 
stands close by, as I do in this case, has only to hold forth 
his nets to have them filled !*' 

During this pithy soliloquy, the elector had reached his 
guest's apartment; and entering, without any form of state 
approach, he found him sitting in a loose robe, with books 
and papers spread on a table before him ; while his secretary 
assisted in their arrangement, and a couple of valets were bu- 
sied in the disposal of various rich articles of dress in the 
wardrobes around.^ 

After a few complimentary words exchanged between the 
assiduous host and the well-pleased guest, the secretary and 
valets having respectfully quitted the room — the elector's eye 
was caught by an enamelled miniature which lay on the 
table. He felt the deep blush which suffused his face, as he 
started in astonishment. 

*^ Does your highness think it like !" said Scotus, care- 
lessly. 

^* Count," replied the elector, in a tone between embarrass- 
ment and sternness, " thia is a strange coincidence !" 

A rapid suspicion darted across his mind. Could the fair 
being who had so fixed his thoughts have conspired with this 
Italian to lead him into an intrigue ? 

<< Strange ? That your highness should find a friend willing 
and able to outstrip your wishes? Take the picture and wear 
it — a lock of her glosay hair is within the enamelled cover." 

"Do you know Countess Agnes de Mansfeldt ?" asked 
the elector, fixing a keen glance on Scotus. 

'* As your highness does — ^I saw her in the balcony to-day, 
for the first and only time." 

**Then let me ask — and answer me fairly and frankly, 
count — how comes it that you have divined my thoughts 1 
How, that this lovely portrait of a lovelier model lies ready 
to meet — to fascinate me here ?" 

^^ How is it, your highness, that the fair original's thoughts 
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are fixed on yon this moment 1 and that the embroidered 
heart, pierced with your fond device, is now in her trembling 
hand 1" 

^* By Heavens this is too much ! There is jugglery in 
this!" exclaimed the elector, starting back still another 
step. 

" Jugglery means falsehood — Do I speak that or truth t" 
calmly replied the Italkn. 

" How know you or that foolish present ? How have you 
this divining power? How is it you thus pierce my secret 
thoughts and untold actions 1 Tell me, Count Scotus, for I 
must be resolved." 

*'Am I a man to be thus catechised and thus suspected 1 
were it not better to make my power of use ? This is no com- 
mon-place amour. Had it been so; a less agency than mine 
might have sufficed.*' 

•* Amour ! agency ! These words are misapplied — I disown 
the imputation of the one — ^I require not the other.*' 

" Yet the first is a positive fact — the latter an invincible 
necessity. Methinks your highness would do well to pause 
awhile, before you reject clear evidence and predetermined 
aid." 

«* Predetermined !" 

<^ Your highness must feel the deep conviction that I am 
not speaking lightly — and you cannot believe that I am 
here by mere chance at such a crisis. There is a destiny"-^ 

^* I do believe there is — and if I am its sport you may well 
be its instrument !" said the elector, solemnly ; for he felt 
one of those sudden impulses of conviction of which minds 
like his are so susceptible. *' Hark ye, Count Scotus," con- 
tinued he, ** you have raised a host of feelings, a crowd of 
thought, that had no previous existence. You have blown 
info a flame of wondrous intensity, what was but a mere 
spark of passing sentiment. I know not how this is — I 
know not rightly my own feelings, your influence, nor her 
power. I am in a maze of perplexed sensation, and spell- 
drawn towards a solution of this exciting mystery. Whether 
it be fate, or my own doing, I know not, — ^but oertes you 
have discovered or I betrayed the bud of an incipient thought, 
which ripens fast to full-blown passion. Be it so ! I scorn 
to shrink from aught that may betide. I will go forward in 
^is path — and judge at least with my own heart's conviction 
of the secret workings which hurry me along." 

IQ* 
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«^ Your highness shall want no guide while I am with 
you." 

<* Good, good ! Be it so again ! To-morrow night will tell 
me more of this. Will you, count, give me this — almost too 
lovely yet not too flattering efligy 1" 

" It is your highness's own — look here !" with these words 
Scotus touched the spring in the back of the miniature ; and 
there, in a lock of Agnes's hair, was evident the initials of her 
name ingeniously intertwined with those of Ghebhard Truch- 
ses, in gold-twisted wire. 

<»'Tis wondrous strange!" said the elector, taking the 
portrait. He gazed on it awhile ; then placed it in his 
bosom ; and after a few words more, retired. 

We need scarcely add that Scotus himself was the old 
woman who preceded, so fortunately for his own plans, the 
visit of the elector to Karl Kreutzer's lodge. And it will be 
as easily divined that the picture of Agnes was obtained 
among Duchess Anne's precious trinkets ; and that the 
Italian's ingenious fingers had worked the wire-drawn initials 
together, in the interval of his retiring from the dinner party, 
9nd his going out at night-fall to leave the second billet for 
his unfortunate victim. The bustle in the palace, and the 
passing to and fro of his attendants with luggage, books, &c. 
allowed him to slip out and return unobserved, by the aid of 
ready-made master-keys, with which he opened at will th^ 
g^arden-gates, as well as those of the mansion itself^ 
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CHAPTER VIII, 



The sapper party, so anxiously looked for, took place. 
The expectations of those who reckoned on it as a kind of 
touchstone to their hopes and their designs were more than 
fulfilled. Ghebhard Truchses was satisfied that he had 
found, for the first time in his life, a woman, whose beauty, 
manners, and mind were all on a par of lofty elegance, yet 
whose pride was without arrogance, whose vivacity without 
conceit, and whose modesty without meanness. Thus far 
one long evening of familiar intercourse enabled our hero 
unerringly to judge. There was an open dignity on the very 
surface of Agnes's demeanour, which might be read like an 
unclasped volume. Truchses did not pretend to divine at 
once the secret springs of her character. In fact his thoughts 
did not dive so deeply. Who for the first time in society 
with the being whoso attractions captivate his heart, dreams 
of fathoming the silent channels offers t These are the sub- 
jects for after-thought. To imagine an immediate inquest 
into them is to suppose an influence which no womaix excite? 
at first sight, because no man believes himself to be at once 
in love, and nothing else would justify or even suggest such 

f profound incjuiry. It is when, after repeated meetings, the 
over feels himself enthralled, that he commences an exaau<« 
nation which reason tells him to be necessary to his future 
happiness. But then it is too late. His mind has lost its 
analyzing power. It is imbued with one colour — rose, as it 
has been fragrantly and fancifully called, — ^which tinctures 
everything, aometinies falsely, but still happily — for much 
that might check the ardour of a mere admirer is seen through 
passion°s prism, in soft-blending hues of beauty. And, 
blessed construction of the human mind ! this is not merely 
{or man's deception. For the mysterious action of love is 
double 9 &nd while it mali;es the lover see perfection in de« 
feet, it often converts the faults of the beloved one into solid 
elemental for mutual delight-rrexciting indolence, controUiog 
vanity, and concentrating a thousand vapoury levities into 
one pure and crystallized affection. And what unimagined 
faculties does not love's radiance bring to light ! But this is 
perhaps irrelevant — at least premature. 
9heb.hai:d T^'H^^^s had sopght this op^eeting witl^ Agpsf 




de Mansfeldt, prepared for its result. His imagination had 
been highly wrought. He knew he was approaching a rare 
specimen of female loveliness, and he^came like an idolater 
to the altar of a long- worshipped divinity. He believed be- 
sides, or fancied he believed, that an agency more than 
mortal urged him on. And he was not left in solitude with 
this inspiring abstraction. Scotus took care that the notion 
should not evaporate. The nigrht of self-enchaiifment which 
Tmchses passed alone was followed by a day of artful ex- 
oitement, on the part of him whose influence he courted rather 
than repelled. His morning labours with his coadjutors of 
the conference, his dinner duties with those haughty guests, 
engaged without occupying his mind, and irritated a spirit 
impatient of control and impetuous in action. Every hour 
that brought him nearer to the one he yearned for, was like 
those which lead a captive to enlargement. And, like him 
who sees through prison bars the open fields of freedom, he 
Mcaggerated the enjoyments from which he was held back — 
if aught, indeed, can overrate the charms of liberty or the 
enchantments of love. 

Agnes, in her turn, felt the whole force of the impulsion 
which had hurried on her enthusiastic admirer. His anima- 
tion, his energy, his brilliant display of dress and ornament^ 
the flash of excitement in his tone and on his features,, his 
t^ried l^nowledge, brought into play through many channels 
of wit and eloquence, the flattery of his looks and manner, 
rather than his words, formed a combination that few women 
would be able, fewer still desirous, to resist, Agnes ac- 
knowledged to herself that she had never met a man of such 
brilliant manners ; yet she was as unconscious of the power 
of her own attractions in drawing him out, as are the magnet 
islands of romance, towards which some stately vessel hurries, 
6n wings swifter than those of the wind. 

But Agnes was not wholly unprepared for the impressiona 
of this scene. She had heard much of the Elector-archbishop 
of Cologne. The passing view in wiiich she saw him the 
previous day, the evident attentions he gave to the group of 
which she formed one, the allusions of Emma, and the cha-. 
Tacteristic bints of Ulrick had all had their effect. His glow- 
ing manner now carried her along with him, in a rapid flow 
of animated discoiirse. He sat by her side at supper ; an^ 
when the repast Was finished he attached himself to her, as. 
if unconsciously, in the saloon to which the parly withdrew. 
TTjie lead in converas^tioo was c^ded to him by all present, 
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in right of his talents rather than his rank, so as to obviate 
the air of arrogant superiority which is most odious when 
it seems sanctified by high station. Truchses more than 
most men blended familiarity with dignity — ^because he a& 
fected it less than most. The happy manner which reaches, 
without straining for, the level of high breeding is a gift, a 
talent that may not be taught, any more than an ear for music 
or an eye for painting. Our hero had it in perfection. And 
the consequence was that every one was at ease with him-— 
not because he strove to put them so, but because he made 
no effort, either for their sake or his own. Nothing is more 
vain than the labours of the posture-masters of society, whose 
contortions of condescension completely embarrass those who 
may be supposed to want their encouragement. It is awk- 
wardness of mind which causes a warped manner; and no 
twisting can ever set either straight. 

Agnes had seen high society from her childhood up. But 
in the tone of that semi-chivalrous age there was a rudeness 
that revolted her; why, she scarcely knew, for it was an in- 
stinct of refinement that raised her above the level of her 
country's manner. Chivalry was then on the wane. Reli- 
gious strife had roYised a deeper tone in the mind of Europe^ 
and particularly throughout Germany. War was now waged 
on more solemn inspirations than those of gallantry; and 
champions of *' the faith" scorned the suavity of their pre- 
decessors. Charchmen and statesmen, on the other hand, 
were stern in principle and rigid in manners. Agnes*s do- 
mestic circle formed no exception to the prevalent tone. The 
ardent elegance of Ghebhard Truchses was, therefore, some- 
thing new to her; and as her memory hastily recalled the 
most distinguished courtiers of Saxony, and the many 
strangers of note who had appeared there at intervals, she 
mentallv gave the palm to the accomplished personage with 
whom fate had now thus thrown her into contact. 

Agnes de Mansfeldt possessed a certain peculiarity of 
taste, more common with young women than may be ob- 
vious to those shallow slanderers, who ascribe to some vitia- 
ted or sordid motive whatever may appear an aberration from 
the beaten track of female common-place. She had ever 
preferred the society of men of middle-ago, to that of the 
yoathful danglers of the elector's court. She had observed 
10 those latter pretension overpowering desert, and selfish- 
ness stifling decorum, in a degrree not to oe met with in those 
who bad 8«eo more of the world, and made it a study instead 
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of a sport. With ^eater information and less levity, she 
foand that the latter had more skill in concealing their 
faults; and she, who had formed no attachment of the heart, 
knew not as yet the delight of finding excuses for the errors 
of those one loves. 

Sach was the fact with regard to Agnes. She had never 
received any serious impressions from her various suitors. 
Her affections were wholly disengraged. ^Several circum- 
stances, one of a very peculiar character, had led her to con- 
sider herself out of the possible reach of any attachment 
that might lead to marriage. And any other never came 
within the scope of her imagining. Her intercourse with 
the other sex had, therefore, been at all times free from the 
restraints which embarrass young women who look to a 
wedded establishment in life. She was neither afraid of 
herself nor of the men she so unreservedly listened to ; nor— 
what is still more terrible to a sensitive and delicate mind 
—of the voice of scandal misinterpreting her conduct. 

This absence of embarrassment is the great charm of 
women, when not degenerating into frivolity. The loveliest 
fail to captivate when evidently acting or stud3ring a part. 
And, with such a. person as Truchses, Agnes^'s manner waS 
80 utterly unrestrained that her various attractions had most 
ample play. His rank was no cause of reserve to her, who 
had been eVer used to hold herself on a level with princes; 
and his prof ession never obtruded itself, but in those passing 
reflections which made her think it a pity, that one so calca- 
lated for every lay blessing should be as much debarred as 
she considered herself to be from the greatest of all. But this 
thought never came reflected, as it were, from any image of 
her own situation. If her destiny was, even in this early 
stage, blended, either in fancy or reality, with that of Gheb- 
hard Truchses, she was at any rate unconscious of it. 

During this memorable evening, Jerome Scotus played but 
the minor part of an observer. He made himself in no way 
prominent, except by assiduous efforts to leave the principal 
personages in the scene as much and as uninterruptedly as 
possible together. He took care to amuse and occupy the 
whole family of Kriechlingen, father, daughters, and nephew. 
His various arts to this effect were closely attended to by 
Count Nuenar, who watched all that was going on, in his* 
usually keen and unimpassioned way. The persons mention- 
ed composed the whole company. The baroness was, as 
usual, confined to her private apartment, where old SpangeU'* 
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berg kept her company, partook of her frugal repast, and duly 
read her to sleep, before he retired to his early couch. Th« 
Duchess of Saxe-Coburg did not appear at either board for 
supper. Under the excuse of indisposition-— far she had ia 
truth recovered from the sudden attack of the previous day-— 
she wholly absented herself, and kept strictly to her own 
chamber. 

It may be supposed that Agnes*s curiosity has been 
greatly excited with respect to Scotus. But it must be re« 
membered that her friend's confidence had only gone the 
length of a vague and genera] accusal of him. Agnes was 
wholly ignorant of his nefarious conduct respecting the 
jewels ; and she could not help making some allowance in 
his favour (on the score of Duchess Anne's enthusiastic, and 
consequently exaggerative, turn of mind) when she saw his 
footing with the elector, and heard such testimonials as were 
bestowed by the baron, and more particularly by young 
Leckenstein, on his prodigious knowledge and various ac- 
quirements. His bearing towards herself during the whole 
evening was such as to weaken in a great measure her 
previous prejudice against him. Nothing could be more 
decorous and respectful, and at the same time less fawning 
or obstrusive. The impression was altogether in his favour. 
The high consideration in which he was evidently^ held by 
the elector was, in spite of her, almost enough to. outweigh 
all that she had heard. But, in fact, she scarcely observed 
or thought of him at all after the first hour. He seemed as 
but a shadow, depending on that brilliant substance of talent 
and accomplishments after which he moved. Little did 
Agnes know of the exulting joy with which he marked the 
progress of events. Scotus saw clearly that his game was 
now in bis own hands. 

We abstain from entering into a detail of the conversation 
of that evening. Important as it was, as the opening of a 
long period of vicissitudes in the career of two gifted indi- 
viduals, it nevertheless failed to bring out any of those salient 
emotions of the heart, those gushing springs of sentiment 
which leap at times thro.ugh the surface of social intercourse, 
Jike the live waters bounding from a mountain's breast. The 
whole of that evening was like a glow of sunshine, the atoms 
of which might not be separated from the bright and genial 
whole. The beings thus brought together were like enchant* 
ed creatures, walking in fairy-land, through bloom and fra* 
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grance, moved hj some soft impulse, scarcely felt and not to 
be defined. Yet m neither did it prodace that languid inanity 
which sinks to sleep in enjoyment's lap. It awoke in both 
a feeling of roatnre delight, which Agnes had not even ima- 
gined, and which Trachses had only dreamed of, as some far- 
distant and apochryphal paradise, the ways of which he was 
not destined to explore. 

A whole month passed on. How many readers will ap- 
plaud our abstaining from an attempt to trace the minute 
progress of the passion, the germs of which had been so early 
developed ! We have faintly sketched the dawn of the bright 
day. But the many shifting-hues that light love's heaven 
when the sun of passion rushes up, defy the boldest pencil 
and baffle the keenest gaze. It is enough to state that the 
impassioned elector was deep, deep in love. Once more ! 
but with sensations wholly different from those of any pre- 
vious attachment. So different that this new modification of 
his ruling passion appeared to him one totally distinct. It 
must be confessed that in his frequent amours he had never 
had other than sensual designs. The monstrous institutions 
of the church to which he belonged having, in its unequal 
war against nature, forced the priesthood into libertinism, it 
chose to slur over the offence rather than to obviate the temp- 
tation. Truchses felt that love was a necessity of his heart. 
From its legitimate raptures he was, as a priest, debarred. 
His station as a prince, gave unbounded scope to its illicit 
indulgence. Women had been to him therefore a pursuit — 
but never a prey. He was too proud to have recourse to any 
vulgar influence of power; too generous to feel concession in 
any case a triumph. F-Ie was at once the most impassioned 
in sueing and most humble in success. If he was driven out 
of the path of virtue, he never at least trod that of dishonour ; 
and he threw a delicacy into intrigue which made it more 
dangerous than open vice. 

Agnes de Mansfeldt produced an effect on him which he 
had never before known. None of the elements of what he 
had previonsly believed to be love seemed mixed with his 
new feelings. He had not to combat any violent desires. 
He had no war to wage against dishonouring thoughts. Not 
one rose up in reference to her. He was as though trans- 
planted to an atmosphere pure, calm, warm, and bright, free 
from extremes and accidental agitation, where an eternal sun- 
shine lighted an undying spring, and serenity was buoyant 
rather than voluptuous. The days flew rapidly, but not too 
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fast. It is only when we have some object to gain, or some 
diiaotom to parsae, that time appears unseasonably rapid* 
But Truchses' existence now was as an undefined dream. 
He asked for nothing but to be with Agnes. When with her 
he thought of nought besides. When absent from her he felt 
as joined to her by some subtle link of sympathy. He could 
not analyze it. Who could ? Yet who has not felt the chain 
—as light as gossamer, yet stronger than iron fetters 1 

And so, Ghebhard Truchses was now really in love — and 
for the first time, at seven-and-thirty years of age ! This may 
appear a startling assertion after all we have confessed for 
him. But the glowing fancy of boyhood, commonly called 
first love, is by no means of necessity it. Many such flick- 
ering lights usurp the title that belongs only to that steady 
flame which may be awakened long after they have run their 
meteor course. Those inipotuous fancies of early youth are 
easily distinguished from it. For it is energetic without vio- 
lence, passionate without coarseness, tender without maw- 
kishness, and confident without audacity. And can he who 
has felt such a passion, and known the ecstacy of its beinff 
returned, ever forget one circumstance of his bliss 1 No, no 1 
The chilling influences of time and absence may congeal all 
other feelings. But they preserve, while they strengthen, 
the one passion shrined in his heart— like the condensed es- 
sence unfrozen in the centre of a flask, though surrounded 
by ice formed of the wine's less ardent elements. 

During this first month of Ghebhard Truchses' regenera- 
tion, all custom of his former life was in complete abeyance, 
all notions of business paralyzed, all ambition, jealousy, and 
vain-glory dead. The aflairs of the congress were totally 
unheeded. His own concerns unthought of. The intrigues 
of the former were left to his rivals ; the cares of the latter to 
his friends. Nuenar, Kriechlingen, and some others laboured 
hard to uphold him in the estimation of the citizens and the 
chapter. But he had no one to plead his cause against those 
envious coadjutors, named by the emperor to negotiate with 
him in the congress, or to stand his friend against the torrent 
of plausible complaint consequent on his neglect of the high 
duties entrusted to his charge. He made one or two efforts 
to rouse into a watchfulness of the trust he knew himself to 
be forsaking. But the chicaneries of diplomacy threw him 
back in disgust; and after awhile he gave up his official re- 
sponsibilities, even in thought. Every day saw him early at 
Kriechlingen House. Every night brought him late to his 
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palace. While at the forfner, ifaeemed to him aa though an 
angel beamed on him, attended bat not rivalled by her three 
seraph friends. When at home he had always a domestic 
deyii, feeding with forbidden froit, and whisperinff unceasing 
flatteries into his too ready ear. Scotns n^ver allowed him 
any respite from the ^lostfing wiles by which he smoothed his 
path to ruin. To ruin t was it not the Italian's interest to 
keep him powerful and great ? Patience, good reader. 

Of Agnes, her feelings, and her occupations, during this 
month of exquisite monotony we have little to record. The 
chapter of her life had opened at a new page, and fate was 
about to write in it in characters acutely legible. But she 
was a passive agent in her own destiny. She received the 
electors visits— not ostensibly paid to her — she walked with 
him in the garden, she conversed with him in the saloon ; 
and she sang to him, while he gazed and listened as though 
sight and hearing formed but one sense ; she watched him 
while he read, as though her eyes took in the author's mean- 
ing more through the eloquent expressions of the reader's 
features than through the inspiring words which caused their 
play. And thus the time ran on ; the Duchess of Saxe-Co- 
Durg and the two sisters playing subordinate parts in the oft- 
repeated scene, and the former agitated by a host of emotion, 
growing and shifting from day to day, to a crisis of intensity 
which, with its causes, will be explained in the proper place. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



May was now ripeninflr to maturity, and lending its influ- 
ence to the growth of all bright things and all food feelings. 
The sensation, which we have just slriven to describe came 
clearly within this latter category, and sudden circumstances 
soon completed what the regular march of Time would have 
been long in bringing to pass. 

The fine weather and tne verdant charms of the open coun- 
try irresistibly invited abroad those whose sympaUiy with 
nature's beauties was increased by the isolation which might 
be thought to have checked it. For several weeks the fe- 
male inhabitants of Kriechlingen House had scarcely left the 
precincts of its gardens. Duchess Anne was restrained to 
those limits, and even to their infrequent enjoyment, by the 
mysterious slavery on the tenure of which her existence 
seemed to hang. Agnes had had no wish to pass them, and 
her influence on her young hostesses was such as to lead 
them to yield up to her inclinations for retirement even those 
tastes which urged so many into the scenes of public enter- 
tainment which abounded during the continuance of the con- 
gress. But the sisters had other causes, of strictly personal 
concern, for this temporsuy seclusion from the busy world. 
Fredoiinda, with too sensitive acuteness, had quickly observ- 
ed the fascination which the Duchess of Saxe-Cobarg invol- 
untarily began to exercise over her tsousin Ulrick. Jealousy 
soon springs up, a weed by the side of love, in the warm 
heart that is joined with a weak mind ; and when once that 
fiend creeps into paradise the fruit of knowledge turns to 
deadly poison. Poor Freda found the truth of this, in the 
rapid pang which struck on her so lately happy heart ; and 
her indolent enthusiasm, thus checked, soon turned to brood- 
ing discontent. She made no complaint-— sought no consola^ 
tion-«kept her anxiety to herself— ^nd sighcwl and wept in 
silence. 

Emma, late so unfixed and laughter-loving, had also shown 
a change of manner, if not quite of character. An air of im- 
portance was taking place of her levity, and rising above thai 
childish nothingness which she was used to affect and seem 
proud of. Home and its noiseless occupations teemed all at 
once to bound her desiresi at though sne had forgotten all 
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the balls and concerts and assemblies, on the anticipation of 
which her fancy had so long fed. And what caused this mar- 
vellous change — for better tor worse — in this yoongr person 1 
not love nor jealousy, certainly, but an awakened sense of 
self-consequence — from what arising t From the marked and 
unceasing attentions of Scotus, who was to Emma tne most 
extraordinary, and of course in her notion, the most interest- 
ing person she had ever met. 

It is scarcely necessary to explain the motives which fixed 
this arch villain's designs on this pretty and innocent girl. 
To keep her out of the way of interfering with the elector*8 
attentions to A^nes, was his early inducement for amusing 
hbr by tricks of legerdemain and li^ht arts of conversation ; 
and her evident pleasure in his skill l^d him on to deeper 
projects, which crew readily with slight encouragement. In 
all his visits with the elector, he devoted himself to her ; and 
her gratified vanity met his attentions at least half way. 

One feature in the social arrangements of Kriechlingcn 
HouM was the absence of Duchess Anne from the circle, 
whenever Jerome Scotus was of it. Whether this happened 
by accident or intention was known but to Agnes. The sis- 
ters grew gradually too busy with their own thoughts to la- 
vish much attention on the reserved conduct of tneir high- 
born guest, who was left, as much as she wished, alone with 
her private attendants. 

But at length a day arrived, breaking this monotonous 
rounds of seclusion, fixed on by Ghebhard Truchses himself 
for a party which was meant to be merely one of pleasure, 
but which was destined to bring into play some of the deeper 
and most delicate springs of passion. The electoral palace 
of Bruhl, the favourite residence of its princely occupant, was 
the scene of the excursion .; and arrangements were made un- 
der his directions, to combine all that was elegant and at- 
tractive consistent with the strict privacy of -the plan. The 
persons included werd the elector, Nuenar, young Lecken- 
stein, Scotus, and the ./bur female friends — ^for Duchess Anne 
announced, with an assenting smile, which fiew would have 
believed deceptive, that she was happy to make one. To 
Walram, the elector's confidential valet, was confided the 
care of the preparations prevtodtsly ordered. The party were 
to set out immediately aifter sunrise, in two carriages ; one to 
contain the elector, the duehese, Agnes and Scotus, the other 
the two sisters, with Count Nuenar and Ulrtck. Not a sin- 
gle officer of the electof^s household, those usually indispen- 
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•able appurtenancefl of his state, was permitted to iotrudev 
and barely domestics enough attended to watch after the 
wants of the party. 

It is needless to describe the different ^dations of feel- 
ing, from delight to despondency, with which this excarsion 
was looked forward to by the majority of the eight individuals 
just named ; or to point out the exceptions to such, in those 
who considered the thing in a cold and calculating aspect. 
But of all the party, there was certainly not one who felt so 
thorough a sense of enjoyment as our heroine. The sensa- 
tions in which she revelled were probably the happiest she 
had ever known ; and because they had no direct object, no 
^ palpable design. Anxiety, with all its demon train, is sure 
to accompany the mind that looks even to the consummation 
of its happiest conceptions. But Agnes had no fixed purpose 
in view, only one general impulse of enjoyment pervading 
her mind and body both, and giving to each a buoyant elasti- 
city, the very heaven of innocent sensation. 

£re the sun rose high enough over the summits of the s^ 
ven mountains to look down on his own image in the quiver- 
ing undulations of the Rhine, Agnes had viewecf her beam- 
ing face and quickly-attired person in her mirror's imperfect 
reflection. She involuntarily smiled at her own beauty, and 
her breast bounded in an instinctive sentiment of happiness. 
But she could not enjoy herself alone. Self-admiration and 
selF'Content always call for sympathy. It is only the self- 
despising and dissatisfied that aro unsocial* Agnes wanted 
to show nerself to, and to talk ^th, some one who both ad- 
mired and loved her ; and knowing that the day-break orisons 
of her venerable tutor were by this time far on their road to 
Heaven, she resolved to surprise him by a visit that might 
geqtly lead his thoughts earthwards again. She crossed the 
corridor with tip-toe buoyancy, and tapped at old Spangen- 
berg's door. The murmurs of his voice caught her ear. 

'^ Ah, still at prayer l" thought she. ** So much the bet* 
tert His blessing will be blended with thanksgiving, aqd 
my vanity be tempered by his devotion*'' 

She opened the door softly ; but had only hftlf entered when, 
she started back, on seeing the figure of a mtii sitting beside 
the reverend pastor, his body bent, in evidenoe of close atten- 
tion to the words of the speaker. Had this new comer been 
a stranger, Agnes would, of course, have retired. Had the 
person whom she saw and instantly recognized, though his 
fa^p If as turned ifom her, so burst upon ber onexpectedly j9 
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short month before, she had rapturously mshed into his arms. 
Nou) she stood as thongh spell-boand ; and the current of her 
veins shrank freezing back to its throbbing reserroir. 

The person whose appearance had wrought this change on 
our heroine turned round and peroeiired her as she stood. 

^ Ha ! Agnes !'* cried he, rising from his seat and advanc- 
ing towards her. But as if struck by her confused and almost 
terrified looks, he stopped short, and added, in a tone of se- 
vere reproach, « What ! listening /'* 

This latter word was really the only one that Agnes heard. 
Its sound brought her to herself. 

<^ Listening !'' repeated she, and the blood rushed from her 
heart again, suffusing her cheeks and brow. *^ If your sud- 
den appearance surprised me Ernest, I am shocked by your 
hasty words. I thought you knew me better !*' 

*^ I thought so too, my sister — but a month produces mighty 
changes at times. Pardon me, however; it ti^cw a hasty 
word. Thou wilt forgive it surely ? Thou wert never of an 
ungenerous mood, and least of all to me.'' 

All this was true ; and Agnes felt her resentment expire 
under the breath of the apology. But that self-formed tact 
which springs from the necessity of deceit, taught her to 
feign an anger even greater than she had for a moment felt. 
She made no reply to her brother's appeal ; and as he ad- 
vanced, with open arms and penitent look, she shrank back 
and turned her head away. 

" Why, how is this?" resumed Ernest. "This is not na- 
ture's doing, Agnes. Either thou didst listen at the door, 
and thus looked guilt at my reproach, or some powerful feel- 
ina worked within thee, to show such unquiet signs at my 
uniooked for, my unwektmie visit." 

Agnes was now really piqued by these taunts. But hy- 
pocrisy was still at work ! Fearing to over-act her part, she 
suppressed what she had erewhile assumed ; and in the short 
space of a few minutes she performed a more varied series of 
deception than she had ever been guilty of in the course of as 
many years. At every step she felt humiliated and confused. 
She had yet to learn the pleasure and the pride of conceal- 
ment, as regards emotions whose chief value is secrecy, and 
to which betrayal is little less than death. 

** Ernest," Baid she with somewhat recovered serenity, 
^^ this is a strange meeting for those who parted as we did, 
who have lived so long in love and confidence together, who 
have pledge^ such vo^s at bind us to each other. How is 
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this 1 Whence come you ? and why are you here abruptly, to 
take me, ae it would seem, by surprise, to load me with re« 
proaoh, and to .provoke retort— 4e this the way in which we 
ought to meet ?" 

*• No, Agnes, bo 1 It is not so the Count of Mansfeldt 
fthould find his sister. But ask me not why it is so. Turn 
your inquiries inwards. Your own heart must answer. 
Mine is this moment choked with grief and anger — I tell you 
80 at once. The vow you have invoked is broken->in thought 
if not in deed. Our solemn pact is violated— there is no faith 
in you!" 

These words were uttered with violent emphasis. The 
speaker showed a terrible reality of agitation. His pale 
cheeks and lips compressed conveyed an expression of senti- 
ment as sorrowful as language could do. Agnes trembled 
inwardly ; but no visible weakness betrayed her. 

^^ Is it not so V continued the brother, <* speak ! are not 
my reproaches just 1 Have I not good right to feel and to act 
thus r' 

♦* No," replied Agnes, firmly. 

** No !" echoed he, *^ canst thou, then, be so quickly sunk 
in shame as to deny it ? By Heavens, then, I will seeJc else- 
where for the confession, even in the throncrroom of thy 
princely paramour ! This instant too— the honour of our race 
impels me." 

*' The madness of your brain !" exclaimed Agnes, laying 
her hand firmly on his arm, as he attempted to rush past her. 
The tone in which she spoke affected him'more than the ges- 
ture. He stopped and looked full in her face. He read there 
a whole volume of indignant energy and virtuous agitation. 

** Yes," continued she, ** madness alone could prompt this 
outrage, to me, yourself, and our whole line, unaishonoured 
until now by these foul words. No, Ernest, you shall not 
pass me. Here you must stay till vou amply unfold the 
meaning of your bold and boisterous slander. And well it is 
that our venerable friend is present at this scene, which no 
one could credit on my unwitnessed word. Good pastor, will 
you explain this abrupt arrival, this cruel treatment, and if 
yon know it, the cause of such wild change in him who is my 
brother born, and the sworn guardian of the honour he now 
« dares to impugn." 

*< By Heavens, 1 marvel at thee, Agnes !" cried the bro- 
ther, gazing at her, bis arms folded and his attitude 4xed» as 
slie rushed towards old Spangenberg, who had remained si- 



4 



128 

lent in hit Tmm chair during the rapid scene. ^ I marvel aC 
th^ beauty and thy boldness both. Some magic has been done 
with thee. Nought else coold, in the short space since our 
last partingr, have added to thy charms or changed thy tempoF 
so. Can this be the meek, the placid canoness of (xerrisheim 1 
The open-minded, honest daughter of De Mansfeldt 1 Ah, 
Agnesy increased developement of beauty is dearly paid for by 
a change of character and a sacrifice of principle !'' 

A flush spread broadly on Agnes's face. It was mixed up 
of vanity and shame. Pride or resentment did not this time 
mingle in the dye. The pleasant flattery and the deep re* 
proach fell on a conscious mind — and ioid^ She burst into 
tears, not wholly bitter. She saw loTe in her brother's look, 
and heard sorrow in his voice, and their combined appeal was 
irresistible. 

^* Ah, dearest Agnes, my more than sister,*' exclaimed he^ 
passing his arm round her and pressing her towards him, 
^^ how must I interpret this emotion 1 Is it remorse—is it a 
return to old, genuine feeling — is it affection so long pervert* 
ed and frozen in thy heart — now unprisoned in a gushing 
thaw ? Speak to me, Agnes, and set me at rest, for thou hast 
caused me much misery." 

^< Supposing that I had, Ernest, you seem disposed to pay 
it back,'' sara she, "but I have caused you none. You 
wrong me. Some fantasy possesses your brain. Why will 
you not explain this orvef mystery V 

«« Well, then, I will explain, if still thou art resolved to 
seem iflrnorant. I at least will be frank. Whatever betides, 
it shallnot be my fault," 

With these words, firnest de Mansfeldt led his sister for- 
ward and closed^ the door. He then addressed Spangenberg^ 

" Kind pastor^ your love for our house and for us will pare 
don my begging the use of this chamber for a brief space, 
will it notF 

** Yea, yea, my children. I will retire to my sleeping-room 
and leave ye to yourselves. He who has for half a eentory 
shared the castle of a noble prince, may well yield his aat^ 
room for half an hour to his patron's childcen.'^' 

" Now we are alone, Agnes, left to oucselyes, but are we 
ourselves again t Has my presence broken the spell which 
drove me firom thy heart and m'ade thee other than thou wertl 
Are the feelings of this letter still thy feelines 1 Oh, what a 
mighty inftuenpe muftt have been 9,% work \o have ever mad^ 
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them thine ! Look here— is not concealment now worse than 
criminal, is it not vain V 

Agnes's eyes glanced rapidly over the letter which her 
brother held towards her as he spoke. I^ was half open, and 
she thought she saw her own hand-writing. She read a few 
words. Sho knew they were not hers. She blushed and 
trembled. Her brother's eye was fixed sternly on her. She 
met his. stare by a quick.and steady gaze. 

'* Ernest, you are imposed on. This is a piece of jugglery. 
I neyer wrote that letter." 

'* Canst thou deny thine own hand-writing V 

*^ Dare you accuse me of such words as those 1 For shame, 
for shame, my brother ! Where was your Mansfeldt blood— 
your manly sense— your honest confidence 1 Perish the vile 
scrawl, and with it your more vile suspicions !** 

This appeal was irresistible. The brother, convinced, con- 
founded, repentant and indignant, examined word by word 
the false document with her whose sentiments it blasphemed. 
It was a letter to the address of the elector-archbishop, 
breathing confessions of unseemly boldness, and couched in 
language too unequivocal for doubt. The hand-writing was 
so like that of Agnes that no difference could have been told 
between the real and the false. The cover was endorsed 
with the words ** From my beloved one,'' and the initials 
G. T. were affixed. Agnes had seen the elector's writing- 
aye and received some of it, in light notes of courtesv and 
complimentary verses, for Ghebhard wove couplets and paid 
compliments at times. 

** So, then, 1 have wronged thee, A^nes ! But the atone- 
ment will cost dear to this mitred profligate, who has forged 
thy name and would blast thy reputation. This hour shall 
'see thee revenged." 

** Hold, Ernest, hold ! you are wrong in all ways. His 
highness the elector could not do any act of baseness." 

"What! wouldst thou"— 

" Nay nay, my brother, cease this impetuous obstinacy. 
I know the forger of the letter and of the elector's signature. 
His motive I cannot divine." 

" Tell me his name instantly." 

** No, Ernest. This unwonted violence is of bad augur for 
the calm consideration of a case like this. His highnesses 
name involved, his honour trifled with, we must proceed with 
the utmost delicaey." 

** And thy name, Agnes, thine honour ! art thej aa noughl I 



130 

trt thou 80 absorbed by considerations for this libertine pre- 
late that thoQ thinkest of him alone 1 Good sister, we qait 
Cologne together to-day." 

•• ToHla? !" 

*^ Aye, Agnes. That start, that emphasis, that pal or — and 
now that flush all add force to my resolve and speed to its 
execution. Prepare for our Journey home.'' 

Such had been the tone of authority at all times usual to 
Count Ernest de Mansfeldt in his conduct to his sister. She 
had always submitted to it as a thin^ of course. She had 
never questioned the dictation ; but yielded, from habit and 
want of a motive for resistance, a common case even with 
strong miuds domineered oyer by weak ones. But now a 
great change had taken place • in the character of Agnes. 
Why, she knew not yet, for she was not conscious of the in- 
fluence which love was working in her. But no dictation 
save that of the mighty passion now for the first time deve-*' 
loped had evermore a chance of ruling her. She had been 
shocked by her brother's abrupt order for departure, hot by 
no means shaken. 

** I cannot possibly leave Cologne to-day, except for an 
excursion, already iSxed on, to the elector's country palace at 
Bruhl," said Agnes, in a tone of most unusual decision. 

^* Indeed !" exclaimed her brother. *^ Are then my sug- 
gestions (he would have said orders) of no weight with my 
sister 1" 

**Not when balanced against the deference owing to a 
sovereign prince, and the courtesy to my dear friend the 
Duchess of Coburgand my kind relatives and hostesses." 

*< Then / shall make one of this party ; or, without me, 
you, Agnes, shall not be of it." 

** Of it I shall be most assuredly, kind brother ; and I know 
that the arrangements render it impossible that you can find 
a place." 

Ernest looked and felt astounded, as these words so calm 
and so decided fell upon his ear. He had tact enough to ob- 
serve that his empire was overthrown ; but, quite taken by 
surprise, he wanted courage for a vigorous attempt to replace 
it. Flis instant and only resource was a cunning subservi- 
ency — that instinct which holds with common men the place 
of bold sagacity in great ones, and for which success too 
offen gains the meed that the latter alone should procure. 

'* Well, Agnes," said he, ** I must not contest with thee 
this point of etiquette, or force my company on thee or thy 
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friends. But, unless thou art prepared to^hrow off my guar- 
dianship altogether, thy visit to this dangerous place must 
come to a speedy close, for the sake of our common honour 
and our mutual happiness. And now re.veal to me the name 
of him who has dared to counterfeit thy writing and compro- 
mise thy reputation/' 

'^I have no doubt of Count Scotus being the base im- 
postor." ^ 

*' And who may he be— this count V 

<< Who 1 know not, but he is the elector*s guest — a false 
and dangerous one I had good reason to believe, even before 
this treachery. You shall know more of him, my brother, 
in due season — But now I must bid thee good mornintr, for 
the time of our departure is at hand. When I return at night 
we shall have much to tell, of what has passed during our 
month's separation." 

** How often hast thou thought of me the while, Agnes 1" 

A blush of conscious change answered the implied re- 
proach. But Agnes was at once an adept in her new charac- 
ter. She hurried over the difficulty thus thrown in her path. 
A smile, an embrace, a light, ambiguous phrase or two term- 
ed all the reply to Ernest's serious question. In a moment 
more he found himself alone; and Agnes soon joined her ex- 
pectant friends, and with them was quickly borne from 
Kriechlingen House in the elector's carriage, which was, 
even before the time appointed, in waiting at the rendez- 
vous. 

As Ernest heard his sister's light leave-taking, marked her 
as she quitted the chamber with unembarrassed air, and then 
saw her leave the house and enter the carriage with all the 
ease of independence, he felt confounded. She, his long 
subservient creature — beloved 'twas true^ but still at all times 
held in thraldom — so yielding heretofore, now all at once be- 
yond control, how could the change have happened ? What 
portion of the mystery 'was to be unravelled, and by whom? 
On what foundation was the forged epistle built 1 How far 
had this intercourse with the elector gonel These and a 
dozen more bewildering thoughts rushed across the anxious 
brother. To resolve his doubts was no easy matter. He 
had no acquaintance in Cologne but the old and almost dot- 
ing pastor ; and from the vague answers already given by 
Spangenberg to his rapid questionings he had little hope of 
any decisive information in that quarter. To it however he 
was obliged again to turn. And he quickly summoned the 
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old man to anothei'confereDee, in which a few fleams of ad- 
ditional light were thrown on the domestic doings of the 
family in general, but which afforded no clew to the particu- 
lar details of Agnes's new connexion, the absorbing subject 
of her brother's doubt and fears. 
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CHAPTER X, 



In the meanwhile the party, meant to be one of mere plea- 
sure, moved on towards Bruhl. But how changed were the 
feelings of her in whose honour it was imagined, from those 
with which she had contemplated it a shorLhour before ! We 
have shown our heroine's presence of mind, in at once as- 
serting her own will, in rejecting the interference of Ernest, 
and in escaping from the possible recurrence of its assump- 
tion. But m ail this she was like a bird fluttering gracefallj 
away from the falcon it has for a moment baffled by an in- 
grenious turn. She trembled in her very heart, lest some 
new attempt should catch her on the wing ; and she never 
felt secure till the carriage stopped at the palace, and the im- 
patient elector took his place within it. Then the feeling of 
safety and succour, the finest test of love when in the pre- 
sence of the beloved one, returned in its full force. Agnes 
did not attempt to analyze it, nor could she have done so if 
she would. It was enough that her nervous throbbing ceased. 
Her cheek felt warm again. Her eye wandered no more, as 
if in search of what it would not wish to meet. And for 
awhile she was as she was wont to be in Ghebhard's pre- 
sence, calm, confident, and elate. She looked into the ardent 
expression of his face as he sat before her. She let her hand 
linger in his friendly pressure. She drank in his cordial 
greeting. All else was forgotten in that luxurious lapse of 
tnought, in that almost lapse of feeling. Or is it that her 
mind was concentrated in one sensation, so strong as to 
merge all others in it % No matter ! We have now no time 
for theories. Our heroine's character is wound up. No 
check must be given to the moral mechanism that is thus 
set in motion. 

And wild and varied is that mechanism of the human heart, 
self-impelled and inscrutable ; acting in an eternal round of 
mystery, unknown even to those whose very being it rccru- 
lates ! The confident delight of Agnes was soon succeeded 
by a powerful revulsion. A flash of thought brought back 
the painful scene from which she had just escaped, and 
awoke a thousand associations which had for weeks been 
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slumberiDg. A vaffae notion of danger, an undefined sense 
of guilt, took sudden possession of tier mind. Her looks 
glanced towards the elector, and as instantly shrunk away in 
alarm. A delicious dread, a mingled sense of fear and hap- 
piness, next rushed upon her. Her colour came and went. 
Her bosom heaved. Tears started to her eyes, and as quick- 
ly ebbed back again. All was for awhile delirium. She 
strove but vainly to collect her scattered thoughts, and to 
enter into details of self-examination. What did she indeed 
feel ? In how far had she conceived, though worlds conld not 
have made her utter, the sentiments of the forged letter? 
Had she then broken her vow so solemnly pledged, **iii 
thought though not in deed V* What was to be the result of 
Ernest's visit? roust she, oh, must she leave Cologne f Such 
were the perplexing queries forcing themselves upon her, but 
in vain. Mingled with them, and ttiflinff them as they aroee, 
was the murmured melody of the elector's voice, pouring ont 
the ardent nothings of general conversation, all condensed 
into realities by the look, the tone, the gesture, which endows 
even common-place with intense and solemn meaning. 
Ghebhard's spirits were mounted to a more than usual height. 
He was in that mood of warm loquacity that calls for no re- 
ply. He talked as without design. But he was all the 
while labouring for the consummation of a great purpose, 
and gaining it unknown to himself. Agnes's heart was quite 
his own. He had conquered it unwittingly. It had surren- 
dered without a summons. 

There were, as the arrangements for the party hare already 
explained, two other persons in the carriage. Duchess Anne, 
who sat cold and trembling by the side of Agnes, gaxinf^ 
in fascinated terror on Scotus who occupied with the eleotor 
the opposite places. They had assumed the bearing of per- 
sons unknown to each other. The elector was not aware of 
their connexion. Agnes had, at her friend's request — urged 
by her tyrant's orders — forborne to mention it to Ghebhard ; 
and she was now too Sluch absorbed in her own reflections 
to give any interruption to the farce of strained politeness, 
which Scotus carried on in his well-assumed character of .a 
stranger to the duchess. 

The distance between Cologne and Bruhl was short, but 
it was slowly traversed. Ghebhard had sent orders to his 
coachman not to hurry. He liked his posture, placed before 
her he loved, her silk robe rustling at his casual touch, her 
warm breath almost mingling with his own, as he leaned te- 
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wards her in reBpeetfal aDimation. An hour had nearly ex- 
pired before thej reached the country aeat which the impaa* 
atoned elector meant for an Ely si am* There and then only 
the coarse of his enjoyment met a check, for he observed an 
air of emharrassment, and as he thought of anxiety, in Agnes. 
Struck, by the sudden dread of illness or disquietude having 
assailed her, he hastily expressed his apprehensions. Sha 
was not sorry for his inquiries, for she had for some time 
been reflecting with reproach and pain on Iter hasty meetinj; 
with her brother, and ^ner cold and haughty tone in their 
abort conference. The habit of old usage cam? back in all 
its foree; and she had made up her mind to avow to the 
elector her somewhat unsisterly abandonment of her brother's 
society, and to request his leave to return at once to Cologne. 
A few sentences, not less graceful or touching from the tone 
of self-accusation in whush they were uttered, answered 
Ghebhard^s questions and admitted the truth of his fears. 
He, with prompt gallantry entered into all Agnes's feelings, 
but would not hear of her closing proposition. He, on the 
contrary, insisted on dispatching back the carriage, with 
Walram, and a pressing invitation for Ernest's presence. 
Whatever he felt of disappointment at the intrusive necessitj 
of this measure, he did not let it mar the graciousness of his 
manner. The promptitude and warmth with which he made 
the suggestion, which in his case was a command, made 
Agnes thrill with new admiration and new pride — for she had 
already reached that pitch of attachment which makes every 
praiseworthy action of its object a source of self-esteem and 
self-applause. 

The second carriage, with Nuenar and the younger mem- 
bers of the party, close followed the first. The groups were 
quickly broken into couples, as they entered the spacious and 
aplendid gardens, and prepared to walk — ^for an appetite, in 
the common parlance on such occasions, but some of the 
party gained none on this particular morning. We have said 
that they soon formed themselves in pairs. Needs the 
reader be told the names of each % One, at least, may be di- 
vined. And all who have gone this far with Ghebhard and 
A^es are now prepared to follow them into the maze of 
winding paths ingeniously cut, for the peculiar happiness 
of lovers and the greater ease of their communings, through 
the groves which deeply bordered the gardens. 

Scarcely had they entered one of those shady labyrinths, 
Agnes leaning on her companion's aiuif and moving on re- 
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Bistlessly wherever he led, than she felt io redoubled force all 
those sensations of mingled alarm and delight which the sud- 
den stopping of the carriage and the interchangre of general 
eonyersation had for a while suppressed. The solitude, the 
warm air of the morning, the fragrance of flowers and shrubs, 
the chirpings of birds and the hum of insects all combined to 
produce that voluptuous nervousness which is constitutional 
to early love. And, as if to give tone and harmony to all, a 
nightingale, untired by hours of moonlight practice^ — perhaps 
roclced to sleep on i^s branch and dreaming of its own melo- 
dy — poured Ibrth a thrilling strain which vibrated in Agnes*8 
heart. Never was won^n more fitly formed or placed to re- 
ceive love's first confession. 

Nor must it be thought that all this combination was mere 
chance. Ghebhard Truchses was not so young a lover as 
not to have calculated time, place, and circumstances for the 
direct avowal of his afiection. He remembered well that in 
his boyish days, when passion ran riot in his heart, its fervid 
outbreak on untoward occasions had more than once perilled 
the success, which was after all, perhaps, mainly owing to 
the fiery ardour of youth. He knew himself now double the 
age of her who had raised this new emotion in him. He 
loved her more intensely than he had ever before loved. Bat 
from thirty downwards (would it might be reckoned the other 
way !) men calculate in proportion to the force of their attach^ 
ment. They imagine probabilities of failure which never 
rise on a young man's brain. He proceeds as it were by iiH 
stinct, and every step he takes is rather the effect of accident 
than design. But they deliberate on each detail. The^ 
weigh their words^ They watch for opportunities. And it 
is thus that so many young women, especially of my hero- 
ine's stamp, are attracted and caught, they know not why or 
how, and to the great wonderment of shallow observers, by 
suitors discrepant in various ways besides the mere disparity 
of years. 

And to the lover who thus enters into the daring adventure, 
with all the odds against him, what are the chances, what 
the compensation ? The impetuous burst of boyish fancy is 
incomparably less interesting than the delicate, yet manly, 
march of matured passion. Whoever has felt the first may 
be allowed to imagine the latter: to picture to himself the 
fuU-gprown mind, with reason, taste, and sentiment united, 
choosing its object, and firmly careering on its way ; each day 
growing bolder and tenderer, but not less wise; bringing out 
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the developement of the heart it would make its own ; foster- 
ingr its timid virtues, yielding to its young caprices, training 
its tendril fancies, losing gradually all separate identity in 
their clustering foliage ; tul at length the patron stem and 
the encircling parasite become as one, nourished by the same 
sap, and mutually supporting and embellishing each other in 
undivided sympathy. 

Such is the progress of a successful passion between be- 
ings of unequal a?es but of similar natures, undefaced by vio- 
lent disputes, and those odious reconciliations, every one of 
which steal something from love's original stock. And if 
failure meets the man of mature age who ventures on the con- 
quest of young beauty, it comes without disgrace, for he 
rarely hazards by a too rapid advance the chance of too vio- 
lent a check. He looks out for symptoms, and is not so 
blinded but that he can perceive the breakers which warn 
him of the rocks. Hence when he fails his rising regard is 
not turned to lasting hatred. No ruffian jealousy tramples 
out the memory of hope ; nor is wounded pride left festering 
into fierce revenue. He can make allowance for her who 
was worthy of his affection ; and he can admire and esteem 
even when he may not dare to love her. 

For the last few weeks Ghebhard Truchses had caught 
casual glimpses of such a train of thought as this ; and, 
within a very few days of the one at which our tale has ar- 
rived, a more positive application of the general theory beg^an 
to fix itself in his mind. He had, in fact, discovered the 
truth of his feelings for Agnes. He was convinced that he 
loved her, and in a way quite new to him. The conviction 
was exquisite, but to the highest degree perplexing. To be 
possessed by a strong passion without any direct purpose, 
was a curious phenomenon in such a man ; and it was na» 
tural that he should impatiently labour to define his sensa- 
tions. To do this efiTectnatly it was necessary to ascertain how 
Agnes felt towards him ; and he had resolved to explain to 
her, in as far as he could himself understand it, the state of 
his mind. How to open the subject was the intricate point. 
He had Axed the time and chosen the place, and had even ar* 
ranged some intended form of language ; but had it not been 
for the sudden arrival of Ernest de Mansfeldt and the effect it 
produced on Agnes, it is possible that all had been forgotten, 
and that the excursion to Bruhl had ended in another Bay of 
vague enjoyment, as little decisive as all those which ha4 
gone before. 
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A dozen times daring as many rainnles did tlie eloquent, 
self-confident, and hitherto undaunted elector endeavour to 
commence a convemtlon with his young and for the moment 
abashed companion-^4Mit in vain.. Her evident timidity gave 
him no courage. Nothing but the roost matter-of-fiact remarks, 
answered in congpenial common-place, were exchanged be- 
tween them. But a sudden reflection told Truchses ne was 
losing precious time, and that in spite of his warning hint to 
Walram not to hurry on his errand, young de Mansfeldt 
would soon arrive, if he obeyed his summons at all. 

** Yes," e3u:laimed the elector, ^* he must soon be here !" 
and he involuntarily stopped a^ he uttered the words. Ag- 
nes, moved by an answering impulse, grasped his arm firmly, 
and a glance, as if imploring his protection, spoke volumes 
to the sensitive mind of Truchses. He seemed to read her 
soul's secrets. 

*^ You fear his presence, then 1" said he in a tone of fervid 
inquiry but full of pathos, **^ or at least his coming j^ust now 
will be unwelcome!" 

<^ I fear nothing now, at this moment, while you are near 
me," replied Agnes, blushing deeper and speaking more 
faintly at every word— >-*^ I am sure I ought not to fear, 

yet"— 

*' Yet you do fear— -and what or whom ? This unwished 
for relative? — forgive me if I mistake you or" — 

^* No, no, not you^'^ interrupted Agnes, with a look of beam-^ 
ing confidence. *^ But I dread my brother's coming, I could 
not resist your proffered invitation for his presence — but I 
should not have pernxitt^d it — I shonld have returned to Co* 
logne," 

^ And leave me to the cruel disappointment of your ab- 
sence ! and change this day of promise into total gloom ! By 
what reasoning, on what grounds can you decide thus 1 you 
answer not. 1 see that some more than ordinary feelings agif 
tate you. What has been said or donel This tyrant brother 
is the cause of all 1 Tell me what it is« Am I not worthy of 
your confidence, of your friendship ?** 

<^ Fully, fully ! on, do not doubt my feelings towards you, 
nor be unjust towards him. He is na tyrant. He loves me 
beyond all things. He was hurried away by error and by 
villany. I am much more to blame than he." 

'^Then what, what has happened between ye! Dearest 
Agnes, tell me ! my whole happiness seems at stake, foi^ 
]^our's is beyond doubt disturbed.^' 
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And she to wbom this Appeal was made, in all the deep« 
toned energy of truth and passioi^, felt as though her happi* 
ness no longer ran a risk. It was the firs! time the elector 
had yentured on the endearing familiarity of calling her sim- 
ply hy her name, the first in which he had eyen hinted that 
his well-being was identified with hers. The unexpected, 
undreamt of avowal, the sound of her name proceeding in 
such accents from his lips and coupled with such an epithet 
as he had prefixed to it, raised a turmoil of intoxicating 
thoughts, which left no room for fear or any igrnoble misgir* 
ings. The elector held her hand with gentle force. She 
could not venture to look upon him, though she longed to 
mark the confirming expression of his features. Yet with 
eyes averted and filled with luxurious tears, she thought she 
saw his bright and burning gaze piercing her heart's depths. 
She placed one hand before her swiming eyes. The other 
still rested in his. It was, like his^ ungloved — Heaven 
knows by what aecident — ^and the soft and warm retutn of 
pressure which his met sent eloquent tinglings through every 
nerve of his frame. 

<<0h, answer me," continued he, and one arm wonnd 
tremblingly round her full yet taper waist. No wasp-like 
and whale-boned parody on woman's fair-proportions re- 
pulsed his h^f embrace ; but the solid charms of nature's 
workmanship ^ield to his touch, as Agnes gently shrunk 
away,. Awakening to a sense of her situation, she exclaimed, 

'* Spare me, in pity spare me ! This is to you but. sport— *• 
the repetition of an oft-acted scene. To me it is torture— ^it 
is the first time I have"——* 

She paused, 

*^ Go on, go on, most loveljr — ^but no, I will use no phrase 
that might seem flattery — this is no season for ambiguous 
words. It is the first time that you have— what, A|[nest 
Finish the utterance of that sentence. It is one of life or 
death to me. It is the first time you have"-'- 

Loved ! was the plainly-told but still unuttered word, imi 
plied in the gushing flood of tears, which Agnes could not 
and did not strive to control. The suppressed emotions of 
the whole morning thus found vent. She wept freely, foi 
vanity whispered nothing to check her tears, and the in- 
increasing force of Ghebhard's firm yet respectful pressure 
seemed to loosen the springs from which they floweo. 

And had she but looked upon his face would she haT« 
l^istaken for an unworthy and vain-glorious expression the 
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triamphant smile that lit it up f No woman ought, at any 
rate, to give sucli a eonstrnetion to the inspiring yet hombie 
eonsciousness of joy, which every man must reTei in in such 
moment. 

** Agnes," said Ghebhard, in his manliest yetmildest tone, 
and placing himself beside her on the bench to which she 
aaffered him to lead her, '* dearest Agnes, be calm, be re-as- 
sured, you have nought ungenerous to fear from me. I ask 
no further words — I urge you to no confession. I affect no 
false humility, yet, as God may judge me, I sink with shame 
at my own unworthiness of all that is thus revealed to me in 
this rapturous moment ! But still I see the truth, in wonder- 
ment and gratitude. Why, how, or wherefore I have gained 
this influence I ask not. But how a being like you, so 
sensitive, so beautiful — nay, nay, shake not your head so 
doubtingly, it is no flattery, it is the genuine heart that speaks 
*-how such a one as thou art— <Aou, dearest, — may I use the 
tenderer word ? thanks, thanks for that assuring pressure ! 
How thou couldst so long escape whole-hearted is a marvel, 
only to be outdone by what I now witness in this blessed 
hour. Thou lovest me, then ! Yes ? Is it so ? Sweet hand, 
that speaks so to roe, thus I thank you !" 

And the fair member so apostrophized, the acting dele- 
grate of Agnes's inmost feelings, was pressed to the now 
silent but not less eloquent lips of her lover. 

«« Bountiful heaven !" exclaimed he again, still holding the 
willingly imprisoned hand as he stood upright, <« what un- 
imagined blessings have you kept in store for me ! How 
have I deserved this 1 Oh, never yet— >but I will, I will 
grow worthy of the boon. In the bright sunshine of this 
open morning, under this pleached dome of leaf and blossoms 
amidst the incense of flowers, and before nature*s altar, I 
vow myself to the service of true virtue, in the person of this 
its living type. Never again shall an unworthy thought stain 
the mind sanctified henceforth by the breath of her pure 
spirit! Ah, Agnes, oouldst thou but read the heart thus 
vowed to thee ! It is all thine to do with as thou wilt, for 
anything but to adore thee not. Ask not that of me. I 
never could unlove what I have once loved, and never loved 
anything as I love thee, Speak to me then — ^if not words, 
at least, in sighs. They are the soul's true eloquence. 
Look on me. Let those eyes shower light and dew to- 
gether, that my heart may seiid out Its fragrant thanks, lik^ 
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incense-breathing flowers, nourished at once by the moistnre 
and the warmth of heaven." 

The impassioned elector knelt before the idol of his de- 
votion. His warm breath almost realized a portloR of his 
fervid words. Agnes felt as if it came from his heart and 
penetrated even to her*s. The elector did not venture more. 
The flushed cheek on which he breathed felt nothing beyond 
that. He dared not, whatever he might have desired, im- 
print a kiss on it. He trembled, but it was from fear not 
coldness. No pagan worshipper could have felt more in- 
tensely or more purely before the statue of his goddess. It 
is hard to say how much further he might have gone, had 
Agnes still let her silence give new scope to his excited feel- 
ings. For silence is to the lover what darkness is to the 
glow-worm. But speak to the one, let in light upon the 
other and the ardour and the lustre is checked though not 
extinguished. 

A prompt sense of her situation brought Agnes to herself, 
dried her tears, and gave her back the power of spceeh. 

*' Rise up, rise up," said she, **you are hurried beyond 
what is fitting to you, and far beyond what I merit. I am 
covered with confusion, that you should so demean yourself 
to one so lowly. « Pray, pray let us walk. I am not quite 
recovered and composed. Yet do not, 1 implore you, sup- 
pose that I have not felt acutely and with painful pride, every 
word you uttered. How little did I imagine this scene ! 
What would I not have given to have escaped it — for your 
sake more than my own. You have not deserved to suflfer — 
and alas ! what else but suffering is there now for either?" 

"Silence those self-accusings, sink those fears. Give 
hope and happiness fair play. Evil cannot come of aught 
in which thy virtue forms a part; and oh, believe me, 
Agnes, that I shall not be henceforward all unworthy of the 
fellowship. I feel as though new born," answered Gheb- 
hard. 

They were again slowly walking in the sequestered alley. 
Agnes leant, without prudery, yet not quite firmly, on the 
elector's'arm, which closely but still gently held hers to his 
side. There was in his words and manner something that 
subdued every discouraging feeling which she would have 
been glad at the moment to have strengthened, in as far as 
reason could act, it was repugnant to all that she listened to. 
She felt it to be sophistry. She saw nothing but misery, 
even if there was no gnilt, iq the passion to whieh the elector 
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faTe a headlong coarse. But there waa a fasoination in all 
e said, which paralyzed the exercise of her judgment. The 
frankness with which he had interpreted her emotions, the 
generosity which spared her the utterance of what she could 
not conceal, the humility with which he spoke of himself-<- 
he, whom she looked on as so superior to all other men— • 
all this overpowered her. Her admiration of him grew each 
instant stronger. But it was no matter what he might have 
said or done while she was in that mood. It would all 
have turned to his advantage. Love for another is awfully 
blended with self-love. Kight or wrong, we are instinct 
with the necessity of upholding to ourselves those with whom 
we are compromised, and fully and deeply did Agnes feel 
herself committed to Truchses now. If be was generous in 
claiming no avowal of affection, she was honourable in ad- 
mitting, both to him and to herself, that she had implied it 
amply. She scorned, at any consequence, to disavow the 
silent admission of her love, the consenting pressure of her 
hand. The treaty was ratified as soon as signed. She sought 
for no loop-hole of escape. 

" New-born I would not wish you,'* replied she, with a 
faint smile, to Ghebhard^ last sentence. ''It was in your 
own natural character I knew you, and ," 

Another pressure of his hand, returned oy hers filled up 

the pause '' and loved you" would have been added, if that 

hand had but a voice. 

" Yes, it is as yourself, as nature and circumstances have 
formed you, rich in such high and bright accomplishments, 
that you have dazzled, delighted, and won me. Your former 
faults I know not. I have seen none. Henceforth I will 
not see them. But be unchanged. Work no forced miracle 
upon yourself, and fancy it my doing. Be faulty still if in- 
deed you were so ever. Perfection would not have chosen 
me — and it would soon discard me, should it take the place 
of the more natural errors through which I have been loved 
and would be still." 

No false shame checked our heroine as she spoke.. She 
was not a trifler. Having passed the limits of reserve, and 
being awhile hurried down the current of feeling, she gave 
an unrestricted flow to thoughts which were too pure to 
prompt concealment. 

« Thou art indeed perfection, as near as woman can be !" 
exclaimed Ghebhard, '*and do not women come close to it! 
Generous and good, without one sordid thought, and eveniiMi 
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thou do8t now, lowerfng themselves to man's level, whom 
nothing can raise to theirs ! Oh, how far you are above asy 
Agnes, all thy divine sex ! so far that I am lost in wonder at 
my ever having dared to love and hoped for a return." 

*^ And yet how many a tinrd have you said this, and fell 
it, in the same phrase, and with all the frank sincerity I will 
will not, cannot doubt !'* 

'< Agnes, I dare not deceive thee if I would. I have loved 
ere now— no matter how of\en or how well. But never 
by my soul as 1 love now ! If not new born, at least my 
nature is new moulded. All my former passions were for 
myself alone — this is of thee and with thee. They could 
burn on for ever in a spurious light, separate and unreturned. 
But thisy if not returned, could not exist. It had died in the 
first beam of thy perfection, had it not even then become a 
portion of thee, as comets absorbed by the sun still live in 
the very splendour which consumes them.*' 

'<It is thus I have been led captive ; and thus I glory in 
my slavery," said Agnes, her animated looks directed fully 
on her companion. ''This ardent language, all exaggerated 
as it is, has for weeks been the aliment of my heart. I have 
lived on it and loved it, even when it spoke not so openly of 
love. The noble sentiments so warmly expressed, the too 
flattering adulation lavished on me by a mind like yours, 
the ambitious hope that l^had an impression different from 
others-^though Heaven pan vouch how far short of this I 
had reckoned on it — all, all must be considered. If then I 
retnrn the feeling I have inspired, oh, do not deem me too 
easily won — too unfeminine'' 

** 1 cannot here such words as these," exclaimed the 
elector. '* Speak aught else and I will listen to thee forever. 
Unfeminine ! Thou, a model of women's grace and dignity ! 
Too easily won ! Agnes, feel easy on that score. A passion 
such as mine, so felt, so urged, was irresistible. This is no 
conquest on my part; view it not in such a light. It was 
but a pleading for mercy and for life. Enchanted by your 
attractions, it was I who sank captive at thy feet ; and in 
condescending to raise me up thou art elevated not debased." 

««Well, well, let it be so. The gilding lightens the 
chain !" 

'* Oh, could I but express in one large word the ample 
scope of my love for thee, Agnes — could I condense into one 
moment the age of grateful servitude I would pay thee, how 
would this overflowing heart be relieved \ Language may 
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not tell, life cannot stretch far enough to describe or to folfili 
the deep debt I owe, but never may repay thee." 

" Alas, alas ! where will, where can all this end !" ex- 
claimed Agnes, stoppin? and clasping her hande together, 
as though some fearful flash in far perspective had suddenly 
broke on her. The elector, struck like an eagle on his sdn* 
ward flight, ceased at once his rhapsody, and placing his 
hand on his forehead as if to collect his careering thoughts, 
he repeated with wild emphasis the last word which fell 
from Agnes. 

«< End !" echoed he« 

«* Oh, yes,* in what can it all end % That is the one 
only question we should ask or solve. Are we not rush- 
ing on to absolute madness 1 Can I, ou^ht. you, go further ? 
Have you forgotten your state and station, and must I not, 
for both our sakes, rouse you from your delusion ? Have I 
not now indeed violated my vow, both in thought and deed ? 
Ah, my brother's reproach was scarcely premature !" 

** Thy brother ! I had quite forgotten him," said Ghebhard, 
starting and looking around, as though the untoward object 
had burst on their solitude. »« And what, then, — surely 
Agnes thou now needest no concealment with me ? What 
is this mysterious pledge which he, it would seem, has so 
rudely recalled to thee r* 

The elector made this inquiry in a tone far different from 
that in which he had urged his questions previous to the 
conversation we have imperfectly related. His mind seemed 
now absorbed by thoughts of much more import than any 
connected with Ernest de Mansfeldt. Yet he listened, though 
in comparative indifference for Agnes's answer. 

'* In truth," said she, ** it was a vow more strange in the 
making than in the breaking. Yet having made I am 
guilty in having broke it; and as you were the cause— the 
unwittinsf cause— of ray perjury, it is but fair that 1 should 
tell you its extent." 

There was something in Agnes's manner which proved 
that she did not lay great stress on her offence. 

'*Thou art absolved, even before confession," said he; 
and despite of her anxious air and his abstraction, they ex- 
changed a smile. Their love was too young to be so easily 
overcast. Hope broke at intervals through the clouds even 
of Agnes's presentiment. And as for Ghebhard, there was 
always a rainbow in his most gloomy sky. 
They continued their walk, unconscious of time and forget- 
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fttl of place ; and Agnes., becomlngr by degrees more calm 
and confident, related to Truchses some passages of early life 
between her brother Ernest and herself, which had ended in 
his exacting and her submitting to a solemn engagement that 
she was never to listen to a confession of love from any 
man without his consent, and never to marry during his life- 
tioie. This strange contract between brother and sister, for 
he engaged on his part to observe the same conditions, had 
actually been entered into. It was a somewhat boyish and a 
totally girlish adventure; but Ernest was several years his 
sister's Senior-, and he had arrived at complete manhood with- 
o«t proposing the retraction of the puerile engagement. Even 
on tnat very morning, as has been seen, he seemed to hold to 
it as something sacred. It had, as has been before alluded 
tOf exercised a considerable influence on Agnes through her 
earlier days, and had greatly weighed with her when she de- 
cided on becoming a canoness of Gerrisheim. Bat little 
ehance had it of standing an hour in the way of the real 
passion it was meant to check. It was only necessary for 
Agnes to be loved and to love, to let the spurious vow of 
celibacy vanish into air. Daring her few weeks intercourse 
with the elector it never roae to her thoughts. Her brother's 
liproach had revived its recollection. Her dread of the 
consequences of iter new-formed attachment again made her 
lecar to it, 9xd a morbid feeling of self-accusal would have 
oonrertod its breach into a crimo ; but it was only in the 
nipoient of violating it that she discovered its flimsy texture, 
imd even while revealing it to Ghebhard, she in justice to 
her good sense felt it necessary to treat it lightly. 

Not so the elector. He heard her recital in astonishment, 
displeasure, and jealousy. Of Agnes's entire purity he had 
not a shade of doubt out there was somethinpr startling to 
his feelings in such a compact, forced on an innocent and 
unconscious girl by a brother to whom the rights of primo- 
geniture gave such authority. A loathing of this ambigruous 
relative rose upon Ghebhard's mind. At the very best he 
considered him as a harsh selfish man, who, from some way- 
ward sentiment difficult to define, had thrown himself and 
his dubious attachment on the path of his sister's happiness, 
and who would no doubt meddle in all ways to disturb it, if 
its indulgence and security interfered with his own views. 
It was in this mood that Ghebhard was prepared to listen to 
the sequel of Agnes's *' confession," which made him ao* 
quainted with the rapid and stirring scene that had passed 
YOI.* I. 13 
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between the brother and sister that yery morning. She sop- 
pressed, howeyer, some of the particulars, fearing that their 
abrupt ayowal might lead to some scene of yiolence. She 
admitted that Ernest's coming to Cologne was caused by a 
letter calumniating and falsifying both her conduct and the 
elector's honour. But she said nothing of the forgery, nor 
did she make any allusion to Scotus. But Ghebhard heard 
enough to inflame him. Boiling with indignation on more 
accounts than one, he had begfun to ffive utterance to his feel- 
ings, when he was disturbed by a low whistle — half shrill- 
ness, half melody — the well-known signal of his discreet 
valet's approach, whenever his master walked in shrubbery 
or reposed in bower— with a lady by his side. 

*' Ha, Walram ! already returned ! come forward !" cried 
Truchses, and his familiar was quickly before him, with ob' 
sequious air and impassible features. A blush mantled bur 
heroine's brow. Had she known the new comer better, she 
needed no emotion. He had no ears or eyes on such occa- 
sions — or at least no tongue to reveal his knowledge. 

'< Already 1" repeated the elector ; ** you forgot, it seems, 
my bidding." 

'* I have been two hours absent, may it please your high- 
ness." 

** Two hours !" exclaimed Truchses and Agnes together ; 
and an exchange of glances drew the heart's blood to their 
cheeks. 

** And the cooipany — where are they 1" 

'«The ladies, Count Nuenar, and Baron Ulrick, fatigued-^ 
and it may be hungry — wait breakfast in the tent, your high- 
ness." 

The elector and Agnes started, and perhaps blushed again. 

*' And Count Mansfeldt, he has come hither ? — I hope," 
said Truchses, the last words softening the interrogative bit- 
terness of those which preceded them. 

"The count is in the gardens, your highness." 

Agnes cast her eyes timidly round at tnis reply. Truchses 
asked impatiently, 

" And finally, where and what doing is Count Jerome Sco- 
tus V 

** He met me at the entrance of this grove, and has turned 
aside upon the terrace with Count Ernest de Mansfeldt, 
whom I was leading in all haste to your highness's pre- 
sence." 

*» Kind Scotus !" murmured the elector ; and a smile 
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showed Walram how his *' all haste'* was understood and 
approved. The valet res'^amed, 

** I trust your highness and the Coantess Agnes are satis- 
fied that it was not my fault if I made not more speed in my 
commission. But I thought it would have been unseemly to 
disturb the noble traveller while he was in communincr with 
his host Baron Kriechlingen, and your highness's clemen- 
cy may perhaps hold me blameless if the carriage spring 
aid become loose and weak on the road, so as to cause delay 
in the mending and to force the coachman to proceed after- 
wards at a slow walk." 

<' 'Twas not in thy province, Walram — all is right, thoa 
hast done well. Now tiasten to announce my coming to my 
various guests, and say that Count Mansfeldt's arrival per- 
mits the preparations for this retarded meal to be prompUy 
finished." 

The valet disappeared. The elector then turned his whole 
attention to soothe and encourage his companion, whose mind 
was indeed disturbed by the manifold intricacies of thought 
and sentiment. 

*< Fear nothing,'* said he, concluding a train of reasoning 
whose logic came from the heart rather than the head, **1 
promise thee safety and well-doiu^ throu^^hout. I have a 
high purpose of happiness in my mind which nothing shall 
thwart or subvert. I have vowed myself to thee and am thine 
for ever ! Let that assurance be thy shield, as thy virtue is 
my safeguard." 

A^nes listened, but replied not. Half involuntary, half 
willing, she yielded her judgment for awhile to the guidance 
of her lover's enthusiasm. And the past, the present, and 
the future formed an arch of promise to her mind's eye— 
which was dazzled and deceived, because it tvauld be so. 
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CHAPTER XL 



Baron Kriechlirgcn, at all times an early riser, was op 
eyen sooner than usual on account of the disturbance caused 
in his mansion by the preparations for this excursion to Bruhl ; 
and learning of Ernest de Mansfeldt's arrival he hastened to 
find him in old Spangenberg's apartment, and to force upon 
him all the torturing honours of hospitality and cousinship. 
It was with infinite difficulty that his anxious guest could 
lead him, and confine him, to the topic uppermost in his 
mind. But by degrees he gained all that the old baron him- 
self knew as to the constant intercourse between the elector 
and the ladies of the family, sprinkled with some wild and 
distorted notions of Scotus, in keeping with what has been 
long since told of the baron's early impressions about him. 
Ernest was not able very accurately to estimate the real cha- 
racter of the person, whom all his prejudices were enlisted 
against by Aghes's hurried denunciation, and who, in the lan- 
guage of his host, figured as something between a magician, 
a demon, and a philosopher. 

" Keep clear of him, I tell you again, my young friend," 
growled the baron, with a roving glance, and a cautioning 
gesture, as though Scotus was an invisible witness of the 
conference or might have dropped into the room from any 
chink or cranny, **far wide of him, if you have any fear of 
hocus-pocus, or do not wish your pocket picked, or your 
doublet or hosen made the receptacle for stolen goods. But 
if you want words of wisdom, original or quoted, or if you 
require knowledge of aught that has passed for centuries, 
from an eye-witness and a shrewd memory, cultivate this 
count. He is a very devil incarnate ! And now, cousin Er- 
nest — ^let me call you so though I have not seen you since 
you were a fat, chubby, rosy-cheeked boy, though, Potz tau^ 
send / you are now lank, and lean, and yellow-skinned with 
a vengeance — noiv, I think, I have clearly told you what sort 
of a person Count Jerome Scotus is, eh V 

** I shall turn your information to account, kind kinsman, 
should occasion ever present itself," answered Ernest, not 
over pleased any more than over praised by the baron's frank- 
ness, nor greatly enlightened by the sketch thus given of the 
Italian's accomplishments. Before the baron had time to em- 
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barrass his guest by further explanations, the elector's mes- 
senger was announced, and his invitation duly delivered. 
Ernest, though glad of the invitation on various accounts, felt 
some repugnance to intrude himself into the party where Ag- 
nes had pretty plainly told him his presence was likely to be 
out of place. Kriechlineen observed his hesitation, and took 
upon himself to answer for his guest. 

<* To be sure, to be sure, worthy Walram, my kinsman the 
young count will hasten to pay his dutiful respects to his 
highness. Come cousin Mansfeldt, don't stand head-break- 
ing, nor worrying your brain for fine words in which to an- 
swer the elector's gracious summonsr. Your personal ap- 
pearance will be the best reply — though, God's sooth ! it 
will not be the worse of a little embellishing. That fustian 
jerkin and greasy hosen show hard riding — ^you did well to 
choose them of dust-colour-^and those brown tanned boots 
have mud enough in every wrinkle from knee to instep to do 
honour to an imperial post courier. The count will be ready 
to take a place m his highness's carriage, Walram, ere old 
Karl Kreutzer can open the postern and let it into the court- 
yard." 

The electoral valet (a fair German title^ retired to give or- 
ders to the inferior functionary whose business it was to take 
care of the vehicle and look to the springs — but we will not 
trouble our readers with the secret instructions or their parti- 
cular execution. 

'' Now, Ludwig," continued the baron, addressing the 
fierce and grisly-looking serving-man who had done for him 
the clumsy work of personal attendance during some thirty or 
forty years, " now get ready for Count Mansfeldt's refreshing- 
bout, which he can accomplish in my closet ; to lose no time, 
clear out the pewter basin, and fetch a double portion of soap, 
and lay forth a three-ell towel, quickly. Crott in Himmel! 
stir, man, stir ! your limbs are as stiff and gnarled as the 
branches of the old elm in the orchard hedge." 

The servant hobbled away, pushed forward with one hand 
by his impatient master, while the other hauled out De Mans- 
feldt in the direction of the small and most untidy nook, which 
served the purposes of dressin&r-room and lumber-closet to 
the rough, though rich, owner of the mansion. Ernest's sad- 
dle-bag« were brought up from the stable; and a suitable 
change of apparel, after his ablutions were completed, meta- 
morpnosed him into the well-dressed representative of a noble 
house. 
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<« Aye, now it may be fairly said yoo took like what yod 
are, good coumti,'^ said the baron*, eyeing htm keenly from 
fop to toe as he came forth from the den. ^^^ That's a brave 
suit, and the elector looks sharp to externals let me tell yon* 
You are marvellously changed by soap and water, Ernest, 
marvellously. Yet you are not the fine, good-looking boy 
that I knew you a dozen years ago. Fotz tausend/ I might 
almost fancy you were changed at nurse ! Some men require 
dress to do them justice ; and you I may say without flattery, 
are one that depends in great measure on his tailor. What a 
pity it is you have such a scanty growth of beard. Those 
lantern jaws would well become a pair of frizzled whiskers, 
and a full moustache would hang giacefully npon your rabbit- 
mouth. But never mind, you are a Mansfeldt, of many quar- 




still a word or two to say." 

His voice then sunk into the low bass of his usual whisper, 
and he jerked Ernest mysteriously on one side by the filla*^ 
gree buttons of his doublet. 

<^Now you must not think that you are going to BruM for 
nothing, cousin. No, you must bear a hand in the good 
cause for which many of us good Lutherans and staunch re- 
formers are at work. Count Nuenar, and myself and others 
are labouring night and day to purge our noble minded elec- 
tor of popery and convert him to the true faith. Such an 
ally would be a host in the glorious struggle of German^r 
against the Romish idolatry. What else is rt that makes me 
encourage his constant coming here, but the hope that my 
own girls and your sister, and Duchess Anne will, among 
tiiemselves, tt>uch his highness's weak point? All the world 
knows what that is, though he is an archbishop, and would 
be a cardinal. What else makes your pious old pastor within 
here write sheet after sheet of theoloncal stuff — marvellous 
good it is let me tell yon, for those that can understand it, 
but 1 honestly avow it makes me doze betimes — ^what els^ 
but tt) upset his highness's faith ? What do you start for— ^ 
that is his faith in the damnable doctrines of the scarlet one ! 
What else makes us all, Nuenar and myself and the rest 
tolerate that devilish Italian, but our knowin&r that he is 
doing his best to pervert the electorate principles, — bounce 
you go again ! his false principles I mean — that is to subvert 
them I would say. E^d, I wish my nephew Ulricl^ wa% 
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here to keep me from tripping ! Bat jou*Il see him at Bruh. 
-—a well grown and well read youth — good looks they say 
run in the family cousin, in our branch I mean — but as t» 
learning, Ulrick has more than his share. So now remem- 
ber what I say, keep a steady guard on yourself, and do al> 
you can to lend your aid to the good cause." 

Ernest smiled at the baron^s eagerness for conversion^ 
and the latter in an under Yoice continued to exhort htm 
to exertion all the way down stairs and across the court' 
yard. 

** Ah, cousin, cousin, think what a grand day it would be 
for the pure doctrines of reform if we could but hook the 
noble elector, my good friend, on a sound line of theoloey 
baited with a pretty girl, make him renounce the sins of eeli« 
baey, and read his recantatloh of popery in the arms of a 
wife ! What do you think of that, Ernest ? What a son-in-v 
law, or a brother-in-law " 

^* Drive on, drive on, coachman !" cried Ernest, flinging 
himself into the carriage; while he felt a pang shoot from 
temple to temple, right through his brain. The old baron 
stood open-mouthed and staring wide for some seconds after 
the carriage disappeared ; and then returned up stairs, mut- 
tering sundry words unintelligible to the echos of posterity. 

De Mansfeldt would have gladly quitted the vehicle and 
walked to Bruhl, when Walram announced the breaking of 
the spring, so great was his impatience to arrive in time to 
snatch, as he still hoped, his sister from the danger revealed 
in Kriechlingen^s last words. But the assurance that a few 
minutes would suffice to repair the accident, and the feeling 
that it would be unseemly to join sueh a party in such dust- 
covered plight (which the baron pronounced so unbecoming) 
decided him to wait as patiently as he could. And finally, 
after a good hours' delay, he found himself in the gardens of 
Bruhl. Under Walram's guidance (which had most assured-, 
ly led him a considerable circuit fVom any direct chance of 
breaking in on the elector and his fair companion) he pro-v 
ceeded towards the grove which formed the scene of Gheb- 
hard's and Agnes's conversation, when he was met and sa- 
luted by a man of remarkable and distinguished mien, richljit 
attired, and whom he took for an official personage of the 
elector's princely suite. Walram bowed low and passed 
on. ' 
'* \ trust I may without offence unceren^oniously address 
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CooDt Mansfeldt, etiqaeite not being of this day^s party at 
Brubl," said the stranger, with an insinaating though ua- 
)>leasing smile. 

** And to whom am I indebted for the honour of so courteous 
a reception and such a frank recognition V 

'* I am Count Jerome Scotus — the elector's guest, and I 
trust I may say his friend, deputed by his highness to re- 
ceive you here, and offer my poor powers of entertainment 
until he and your fair sister haye completed their solitary 
ramble in yonder wood." 

Scotus paid no attention to the start with which Ernest 
received the announcement of his name, nor did he seem to 
notice the emotion betrayed by the brother at the insiduous 
winding up of the sentence. 

*' I would pass on, sir, to find the Countess Agnes de 
Mansfeldt, and through her introduction see the Elector of 
Cologne," said Ernest, steadily moving forward. 
' ** Excuse me, Count Mansfeldt, in saying that cannot be. 
Gallantry and decorum forbid." 

''Sir, this ribaldry is unseemly, here or elsewhere, when 
the name of my sister is called in question. I insist on being 
led. to the arob bishop." 

*< Count Mansfeldt, I am not his servant — though I am 
willing, nay anxious, to serve ^ou — to save Acr." 

As Scotus spoke this sentence, which began in a haughty 
tone that instantly sank into one of almost servile earnest- 
ness, he laid his hand on De Mansfeldt's arm. The latter 
shuddered at the touch and at the piercing sternness of the 
Italian's glance. He felt as though riveted to the spot. The 
spell of old Kriechlingen's superstitious hints was on him.. 
He strove to shake off the double influence, and said with 
assumed indifference, 

*'The family of Mansfeldt needs no service, sir, fears no 
danger, and defies all slander." 

'* xet this hurried journey—- this impatient haste— this 
nervous excitement was caused by a mere letter." 

" Which was written by— '^ 

" Me ! I confess myself the author— and deeply do I con^ 
gratulate myself in the success of my stratagem." 

" Congratulate 1" 

<* Aye, Count Mansfeldt, and you will ere long join in the 
feeling. I have proffered service, hut I have anticipated! 
the oflfer by the act." 

Strange service this to bring me from Franconia^ postt 
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hafite, hj a forged libel on mj sister's honoar, which you now 
unblashingly ayow." 

** And justify. I knew you not, remember, and 1 felt that 
some most powerful indaeement was required to make you 
act with speed and secrecy. Am I not justified by success 1 
You are here, and your sister is not yet lost." 

'* Not yet ! Count Scotus 1 lose time in this strange par- 
ley. I cannot now sift motives. I must see Agnes on the 
spot, where is she V 

>' You risk nothing by listening to me and depending on 
her. You are either time enough or too late. They nave 
been alone these two hours past." 

'* This is too bad — ^it distracts me quite ! oh why is not my 
brother Christopher here, to aid me in this perilous, this dis- 
honouring emergency." 

" Be satisfied — he is on his road." 

" His road hither 1" • 

*' Yes. A counterpart of the letter which brought you is 
ere now in his hands m Paris. And if he share your spirit 
and your sense of right he will ere long join us to efiect this 
great deliyeranee." 

'* This is all mockery — insult almost What right have 
YOU, sir, to mix yourself in my family affairs ? What possi- 
ble claim have we on a total stranger V 

^I can bear this and more, Count Mansfeldt. You are 
young," 

*' There is small difference, methinks, in years between us, 
but even were it greater-—" 

Ernest's sentence was cut short by his observing the aw- 
fVilly strange expression of his companion's countenance, .on 
which a smile of mingled grief, contempt, and pride strug- 
gled, or rather harmonized, with a haughty frown that seem- 
ed the type of some remote unfathomable recollection, rather 
than a ripple on the troubled waters of immediate thought. 

Scotus took De Mansfeldt, with authoritative familiarity, 
under the arm, and said, 

*' Let's walk on this terrace awhile. Keep your mind tran- 
quil, all is risht." 

Ernest made no resistance ; and Walram, who had at a 
distance marked the scene, then, moved slowly on in search 
of his master. 

'* Count Mansfeldt," resumed Scotus, in the peculiar so- 
lemn yet not oppressive tone, which was at all times prodi* 
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giously effective with those whom he mystified and who 
could be played upon, '^ You know of course the traditionary 
leerend of your house, relating to a visit paid once at Mans- 
fefdt, in winter, storm, and midnight, by a strange wounded 
man, who, succoured by the then lord of the castle. Count 
Pol rath, the Bold, your far-back ancestor — for it was in De- 
cember 1263, suddenly disappeared, without a clue to his 
discovery ; but leaving in token of crratitude a small portrait 
of himself, and one of two twin orilliants of great^ price, 
which !ie had worn on each of his two little fingers, his only 
ornaments? You remember the tradition V* 

'' To be sure. And my sister wears the ring to this day. 
It has never left our family, and never shall/' 

'* Look here," said the Italian, showing on his little finger 
one of several rings which habitually adorned his hands. 

*' That is my sister's ring," said Ernest, briskly. 

*' Recollect, coyit, it had a companion," replied Scotus, 
calmly drawing on his glove. Ernest felt chill. 

" Y ou have seen the portrait 1" 

*' Yes, as a boy before it was given to the King of Saxony 
by my father." 

" Look in my face." 

*' The likeness is certainly strong ! — You are then a de- 
scendant of that mysterious stranger 1" cried Ernest, glad at 
having found an easy solution to the strange coincidences 
which were curdling his blood as they became evident. 

*^ Resemblance to one's ancestors Count Mansfeldt, is not 
always confined to looks. You, for instance, are not at all 
like Count Pol rath the Bold; but your voice" — this was 
said with emphasis, but as if the speaker thrown off" his 
guard, was summoning up a recollection rather than striving 
to make an impression — ** Your voice is such that I could 
fancy it the very same." 

Ernest shuddered as the Italian spoke, and before he had 
time to recover himself, the latter hastily exclaimed, 

*' Ha ! here comes the elector and Countess Agnes. Now 
one word more for your guidance and consideration, I have 
some faint power of reading men's thoughts — I can answer 
for his this moment. He intends to recant his religion, re- 
nounce his state, and — marry your sister !" 

A deadly paleness spread over Ernest's face. His agita- 
tion was excessive. He could scarcely move ; and he did 
not even essay to speak, when Truchses came forward with 
an unembarrassed air leading Agnes by the hand, and cor- 
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dially offering his own to his stranger-guest, as the sister, 
deep blashiog and painfully ali?e to her brother^s emotion, 
performed the ceremony of introduction. Scotus had slipped 
away, and joined the tired-out expectants of breakfast, who 
were all assembled in a brilliantly ornament^ tent, pitched 
for the occasion on an adjoining lawn. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



The elector carried everything before him by the impettt- 
008 brilliancy of his manners that morning. De Mansfeldt's 
agitation, Agnes's anxiety, the deep suffering of Duchess 
Anne, and the minor disquietudes of the rest were as though 
swept away or leyelled to a general tone of enjoyment, as 
Truchses gave full scope to his enthusiastic mood. Scotus, 
who never souffht to rival his host in a display of talent, wa^ 
still a powerful auxiliary when ho chose to exert himself on 
an occasion like this ; and, thus seconded, the elector's ta- 
lents for conversation were all brought into better play by 
the Italian's varied knowledge and its apt illustrations. 

The hours rolled rapidly over. The mornin? meal was 
long lingered at, as it had been long delayed. Many varie- 
ties of time-killing were prepared by the elector. Music was 
heard at intervals from recesses of the woods ; boats were 
waiting on the lakes, where swans and water-fowl swam 
gracefully or dived in sport ; wild animals, made almost 
tame by constant training, deer, hares, and others gamboled 
in recluse enclosures ; the green-houses and gardens, richly 
stocked with every seasonable flower and shrub, offered fra- 
grant attractions to the straggling grroups. It was so far a 
day of pleasure ; for the presiding genius was love ; and even 
in its fears, its misgivings— aye m its very suffisring, — ^love's 
essence is enjoyment. 

Ghebhard, as though satisfied that he had completed a 
great work, wore an air of self-content and courteous benevo- 
lence that made him show to peculiar advantage in his cha- 
racter of host this day, though it all at times sat well on him. 
He appeared without study to divide his attentions equally 
among his guests. Almost all were astonished at the absence 
of the exclusive devotion which he generally paid to Agnes, 
and it was attributed to various causes by the diffierent ob- 
servers ; but with the exception of Nuenar, it excited no par- 
ticular concern, for all the rest were busy in their own per- 
sonal thoughts. His were fixed entirely on his favourite pro- 
ject of the elector's conversion. He had for some time set 
his hopes on Agnes being the means, through Heaven's 
ffrace, of their accomplishment. He was much puzzled and 
distressed by the apparent check now given to his friend's 
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idolatry, for he had no experience of a lover^s feelings, and 
he was too cautious to seek an explanation from others. Sco- 
tu8 he hated, while from the reasons betrayed by Kriechlin- 
gen, he tolerated and encouraged him : and there was no one 
else with whom he could venture to commune on this deli- 
cate subject. 

Young Ulrick, for whom Scotus, aAer a few private turns 
in the garden, had left a clear course, pursued the advantage 
thus offered for his intentions to Duchess Anne. Emma fol- 
lowed with her eyes, and caught eagerly every movement 
and word of the Italian, the object of her unbounded admira- 
tion. Poor Fredolinda, neglected by her fickle cousin, found 
consolation in the kind sympathy of Agnes. Ernest de M ans- 
feldt, in a maze of anxiety, and out of his congenial sphere 
of privacy, was nevertheless dazzled, and in his own despite 
delighted, by the elector's whole bearing. But his many 
varieties of feeling were all fast centring to one object— the 
means of immediately removing Agnes from this dangerous 
attraction. 

The repast which we call dinner, but which the Germans 
—a more methodical and time-keeping people — name the 
mid-day-meal, was, in consequence of the late breakfast, to 
be served an hour beyond the usual period. The interval 
was filled up as we have already intimated, and the party 
being somewhat tired by their late promenades, had taken 
possession of one of those sloping banks which abounded in 
the pleasure-grounds, and seated or reclining on the grass and 
moss they enjoyed the delicious freshness of the air, which 
played through a grove of youn|r beach-trees, that formed a 
shelter from the sun. Deep feelin? was concealed by light 
talk ; and thoughts which were indelible were fluttered over 
by words as volant a^ the birds above the thinkers' heads. 

The elector maintained his cautious bearing towards Agnes. 
He was beside her at times, apparently more by chance than 
by design, and he now lay near her feet, leaving her to inter- 
pret through his eyes what was passing in his heart. Ernest 
was a little aloof, closely watching ; and Scotus was slyly 
hovering about, giving to each of the party by turns a ready 
phrase, for his words were always to the purpose — and that 
was to manage all present for the furtherance of his several 
designs. 

y That spriff of heath is a simple, and suitinff ornament, 
fair canoness, said Truchses, as Agnes divided a small 
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branch which she had plucked close by, and prepared to 
place it in her girdle. 

*' It is scarcely a fair specimen of the flowers of Brahl/' 
replied she, *'but it is a great favourite of mine, and I shall 
keep this and cherish it, in remembrance of the place '* 

'' And of the day, I hope 1 Pray then let me beg for that 
portion which you seem about to cast aside. But giving 
away is in some cases the same as throwing away ; and even 
in the latter sense I shall be proud to pick up a symbol of 
your taste, and I will take leave to bear it as a badge of my 
service." 

"Let us all wear the heath-blossom in our hats," said 
Nuenar, brightening at this proof of his friend's gallantry, 
"so we may commemorate both this day and place, and form 
a new order of chivalry, whose tutelar guardian shall be 
Saint Agnes, and whose grand master his highness the elec- 
tor !" 

"A happy thought!" exclaimed Truchses, springing up 
and placing the sprig which Agnes gave him, not in his hat 
but in his bosom. ** Nuenar you have immortalized yourself 
by this bright notion. Come ladies all, and gentlemen, this 
moment shall see the creation of the order of the heath-bell. 
The statutes, the dignities, and the decorations shall all be 
regulated in fit lime and place. But now for the consecra- 
tion ! Count Scolus, why do you look out there so intensely 1 
Are you deaf or are you insensible to our chivalric propo- 
sals 1" 

"Not so, your highness. I hear and sympathise; and 
i'faith your infant institution seems not likely to want knights, 
if, like the ancient order of the Qolden Flower founded by 
Sir Tristram of old — and as to the foundation of which I 
might be probably considered no ignorant authority — all 
errant adventurers be admitted. See, see, your highness, 
what a goodly troop of Neophytes approach the palace 
gates." 

As the elector and the others moved to the summit of the 
hillock which commanded a view of the gardens and palace, 
a loud flourish of trumpets and the rattle of kettle-drums w?.s 
heard ; and a troop of between forty and flAy men, some 
mounted, some on foot, were seen moving forward in an ir- 
regular and straggling manner. As they came on in a cloud 
of dust, which swelled every moment as if proud of its con- 
voy, it was impossible to distinguish who or what they were, 
the colours of their dress or banners, or the particular nature 
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of their service. The elector^s troops they could not be ; nor 
were there at that time any foreign soldiers likely to pass 
through his territories ; while it was certain that no deputa- 
tion of his own subjects would have ventured to force them- 
selves on his retirement. 

" What band of intruders may this be 1 This is an unlucky 
chance !" exclaimed Nuenar. 

" By chivalry no !" cried Truchses ; " I am well pleased 
at the visit, be it from whom it may. I would that all man- 
kind were witness to my happiness — but not that they knew 
its cause," was added in a soft murmur to Agnes, by whose 
side he stood. *<Let the gates be opened, and the welcome 
given, and the tables spread ! Who is there to see my words 
fulfilled 1" 

Nuenar and Leckenstein stood forward as the elector 
spoke. But his eye fell on Scotus, Who made no offer of 
service, yet looked as If he wished to be employed. 

** Thanks my good friends, I see that without a suite even 
I am in no want of servitors. Count Scotus, I will impose 
this office upon you. And by my troth I think you are most 
fit for parley with those unhidden guests, for I can fancy them 
nought but some troop of Italian actors, perhaps the Vene- 
tian comedians the Gli Gelosi, from Blois 1 That would be 
luck indeed 1 You have seen that famous company, count f 

** I was present at their first night's appearance at the 
Hotel de Bourbon, three years back." 

" And they were followed by vast crowds were they not?" 

"Your highness may rest assured that six of the best 
preachers in your archbishopric would not succeed in drawing 
such an audience gratis, as the Gli Gelosi brought together at 
four sous a head." 

"There is no irreverence, count, in saying. that the French 
are a people of good taste. Would that these visitors might 
be your clever countrymen." ^ 

;, ** 'Tis little likely. So much were they alarmed at being 
taliep prisoners by the Huguenots on their way to Paris that 
they have all sworn never to leave it again, as it is not to be 
expected that King Henry will a second time pay their 



ransom." 



"Why noj'6biint, if the Gondi, the Strozzi, and it may 
have been the Sbdti^ make my royal cousin and ffood friend 
King Henry suffer at Ihe rate of thirty thousand crowns a 
night at dice and prim'ero^'^' said Truchses, laughing. 

**If princes will have pleisure they must pay for it," re- 
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plied Scotas, with a sideway sxnile, as he bowed and walked 
away to execute his nii&sion. 

** Yes, these Italians have made his majesty of France 
know the value of their services,*' said Truchses. 

" Their pnVe," added Nuenar, " and I trust that other 
sovereigns will take warning by his folly, and fervently do I 
hope, in all due submission to your highness, that no va^- 
bond set of trans-alpine mountebanks is now come tp raise 
contributions on the electoral purse." 

<*Tut, tut, Adolphus! Let cynical and stinting economy 
be forgotten for to-day at least. So, here comes Walram 
with tidinss of the strangers. In good truth that fanfare 
is bravely blown ; they are no ordinary trumpeters." 

•' In his highness's present mood everything is harmony," 
said Nuenar to Leckenstein. 

**Yes, he has set us all in tune; but methinks Count 
Nuenar, there is one discordant chord," replied the younff 
student, with a sly glance at De Mansfeldt, who watched 
nervously the elector's increased attentions to Agnes. 

*'He is not yet wound up, friend Ulrick. We must give 
him the key-note by and by ; and it is strange if he be not 
then the leader of the concert." 

At this moment Walram advanced in great speed, and was 
met by his impatient master, who asked the names and 
quality of the new corners^ 

^' May it please your highness, the name siven at the gate, 
which the porter closed nrmly as the doubtful-looking troop 
came up the avenue" — 

" He did wrong, Walram. I keep open house to-day." 

" Was Prince Henry of Liegnitz" — 

*' And plenty of loose company in his train I warrant him. 
So, this is our unbidden guest is it? 'Tis well that the 
electoral treasury is not kept at Bruhl, or it might scarce 
sufBce to fill the begging-box of his highness." 

*' Besides Whom are Ritter Heinrick von Sweinishen, 
Baron Roller, Herr Zirchen, and several other captainSr" 
continued the methodical valet, not noticing his ma^terV in- 
terruptions. 

**A goodly company indeed," resumed the elector. 
** Heaven grant that the larder be well-E^ock^d, or a miracle 
will .be nei^ded in favour of those hungry; .jD^arauders ! B^ck, 
Walram, qu(ck, and^iye orders (hf^^Ine whole provender be 
put forth, J[^e.t tables be laid^jy]^ ihe^arden under the smaller 
teni i^r:^ojff c9pta|n9|j|^^j^j5^V|er placed at soy ownUbr 
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his Highness Prince Henry. Well, Count Scotas, what 
says my worthy and wandering cousin of Liegnitz 1 you 
have given him prompt greeting. 

" His highnesses impatience would brook but small delay,'' . 
replied the Italian, as he came quickly forward. 

** Weil, what does he want or ask 1" 

*' Verily, his wants seem manifold — the most pressing of 
them being a dinner, for he swears he and his train are 
almost famishing. But he asks to be presented with due 
and decorous state — but still it would appear in unwashed 
dignity — to the Elector-archbishop of Cologne." 

**Then my kind friend Nuenar, I must depute you to ac- 
company back Count Scotus, in honour of this roving repre- 
sentative of royalty. Tell him there is neither elector nor 
archbishop here to-day, but that if be will stay incog, and 
sansfacon, by any title he chooses, to dinner with Ghebhard 
Truchses, knight-commander of the heath bell, he is welcome 
to all that hospitality and chivalry can afford him." 

" Not all, I hope. Pray let me intimate that the strong 
box of the order forms no part of its present possessions." 

*' Say what you please, Adolphus. Be as prudent as you 
can ; but I fear I must lay my account to have some contri- 
butions levied on my purse. No!" continued he, as his 
two representatives retired to fulfil their mission. '' I can 
have no better chance of escape than the elector-palatine, the 
Elector of Mayence my neighbour, or the various other, 
princes whom this sovereign mendicant has so deeply 
mulcted during his many months* rambles. You have heard 
of his adventures. Duchess Anne 1" 

** Scarcely," replied the duchess, with a languid indiffer- 
ence. '* Prince Henry's quarrels with his subjects, and his 
being summoned to Prague by an imperial decree, reached 
me as common news a year ago at Coburg. His escape to 
Augsburg, and his visit to John Casimir at Hiedelberg, were 
buzzed afterwards in my ears; but all such matters have 
been long of little attraction to me, as your highness may 
well believe." 

'* Remember, dear duchess, I am no more a highness to- 
day. A poor knight only, doing the rites of hospitality to 
hts friends. And! know no better entertainment, had I but 
time before his coming, than a sketch of this wild wanderer's 
doings since he left Silesia, and gave a respite to his worn- 
out subjects. But we shall have him here instantly ; and I 
floofess myself curious to see him." 
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^' There is no danger in him I hope, yoQr highness ?*' said 
Emma, timidly, and with a little of her old air of not un- 
graceful a^ectation. 

»* Fear nothing, Emma, the elector-palatine had bis teeth 
drawn and his claws clipped before he let him loose from 
Heidelberg/* observed Leckenstein; and a few more questions 
and answers, not more complimentary than what went be- 
fore, prepared the party jbr the approach of the strange being 
who tormed their subject. 

^^ Here he comes ! I wonder what title he has chosen," 
said the elector. 

^* The wild huntsman would not be amiss," observed De 
Mansfeldt, endeavouring to chime in with the humour of 
the rest, who all looked towards the stranger. 

'* Or Sir Orson of the hairy coat," exclaimed Ulrick, 
laughing outright; while the ladies gazed, half in wonder 
half in alarm ; and Truchses could scarcely command a 
decent display of gravity. 

Niienar and Scotus now approached, usheripg with great 
solemnity the renowned Prince of Liegnitz, and eight or ten 
of his followers, all like himself fit types of the strange and 
adventurous life they had for some time led. This principal 
personage of the group was a man somewhat about thirty 
years of affe, but so disfigured by a profuse beard totally un- 
trimnied, that it was difficult to guess accurately his stand- 
ing in the world, or to form a judgment at first sight of the 
expression of one half of his face at least. The upper part 
was coarse and unintellectual, but a bold, random glance from * 
sharp blue eyes spoke vivacity, while a compressed and 
narrow brow threw a dash of fierceness to complete the 
picture. 

A fantastically-shaped cap of some animal's skin, with a 
plume of many-coloured feathers was defied as he came near, 
aod a thick crop^ of curled and tangled, hs^hr looked like an 
onder-qoif of nearly the same matejrials as the outer cover- 
ing ; a cloak of fur hung loosely on one shoulder, his doublet 
was of leather, buttoned close to his ehin and trimmed 
with fox-skin; his hosen were of the same stufi* as the 
doublet, and a pair of hu^e unwieldy boots rolled in many 
wrinkles, reached half-thigh up; a rapier dangling at his 
side, and a pair of huge pistols and a dagger st^ck in his 
hroad belt, from which hung at one side a leathern bag in 
shape of a purse, but looking very lank and flabby, corn- 
icle ted bis cQ8tgin;^e and acco^tiQments. His suite vfdfi com- 
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posed of men almost all young, and none beyond the earliest 
verge of middle age. Reckless-looking fellows, who had all 
the air of leaders fit for some band of eondoUieri^ such as 
were then straggling about various parts of Germany, in a 
vagrant search ^r employment or plunder. 

** Most noble knight, commander of the heathbell, and in 
honour of it and every other order of chivalry," said Nuenar 
with a most stoical steadiness of muscle, ** allow me to in- 
troduce into the heart of this fair and gallant company, the 
high and puissant Count Grump von Dampfnoodle, who, with 
his band of knightly followers, seeks repose and refresh- 
ment for themselves and their steeds ; but ,who, in conside- 
ration of the yet unendowed and infant age of the order, 
waive all pretence to the usual largresse accorded to errant 
knights and military-freebooters. '° This last word was 
merged in a whispered intimation by the speaker that ha had 
sworn that the elector was without a single groschen in his 
pockets, and stipulated that ao attempt at extortion was to be 
made. 

^* Fair knight," said Truehses, with a prodigious com- 
mand of countenance^ while the ladies were all obliged to 
turn aside, and Ulrick was forced to snu)ther his laugh behind 
a rose-bush, <* in the name of the brotherhood and sisterhood 
of our young order, I bid thee and thy gentle company warm 
welcome, and offer thee such poor fare as we may be able to 
cook up in a hurry, with plenty of wine to wash away your 
fatigues, and drown your cares if you have any, which Heavea 
forfend." 

*' Great commander," replied the prince, taking up the cue 
of the reciprocal incognito^ and with a free and easy adaptation 
of his new character, which showed he had some humour^ 
and had not rolled over the world without gathering some of, 
the moss of manners at least^^" gladly do we accept this 
generous summons, and infinite joy has the fragrapce of your 
kitchen communicated to our nerves olfactory, and potent fla- 
vour doth it promise to our palates. We hope the bright and 
beautiful portion of this goodly company will pardon our 
dust-covered encumbrances, and take us for what we would 
be rather than what we seem.'^ 

** Your hand, sir count," said Truehses, stretching forth 
his own, which was heartily grasped h^ bis guest ; and a 
mutual look was as significant an admission o( their several 
stations as the i^ost formal exchange of sovereign recognin 
Uon/ 
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The elector, keeping ap the mock heroic tone of ancient 
ehivalry, presented each lady to the prince by her own proper 
name, except Duchess Anne, whose dignity required the sab- 
stitiition of some humbler title ; and the male portion of the 
party, on either side, went through the ceremony of introduc- 
tion. Various interchanges of light and lively sallies follow- 
ed up the first opening of therr intercourse ; and even before 
dinner was announced the elector and his friends were satfB- 
fied that the new comer was at least a man of observation, 
tact, and enterprise, and that several of his followers, under 
rough exteriors, had the bearing of men accustomed to good 
company. 

Prodigious execution was done at the dinner-tables. Henry 
of Liegnitz had no small appetite, and a long ride had pro- 
voked Its utmost exertions. His followers were at all times 
ready to do honour to such a bountiful repast, as even in the 
hurry of this occasion there whs a certainty of being provided 
with at any of the elector's establishments. Wine always 
flowed freely wherever Truchses presided ; and long after 
the ladies of the party retired from the principal tent to wan- 
der in the gardens, where they were soon joined by the male 
portion of their company, loud laughter, songs, and boisterons 
ttlk told that the occupants of the captain's table were still 
engaged in their '* potations pottle deep." 

Agnes and her friends had been greatly amused by the 
strange specimen of princedom. He had all the fluent ego- 
tism of a clever and not over-delicate adventurer, and a rough 
and ready humour flavoured his various anecdotes, the vertty 
of which no one thought it advisable to scrutinize. The elec- 
tor, always inclined to make allowance fur even great faults, 
and to give more credit to even small merits, was not niggard 
in his applause of Prince Henry^s social qualities, and evi- 
dently strove to keep down all recollections of a dtsparaging 
nature* As his hospitality was unstinted, so was his cordi- 
ality unrestrained. M'hatever stains might have sullied the 
character of any of his guests, they were never reflected in 
the bearing of the host. Manners like his could not fail to 
produce their usual effect, even on Henry of Liegnitz ; and 
all the better feelings of his nature were aroused in favour of 
the man who received him with so little guile and treated 
him with so much frankness. 

Good cheer and old wine are amaming softners of hearts 
that are oAen callona ta mere moral agencies. Bat when the 
•aoiat spring of feeling in the breast of a roagh natofe ia 
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reached in the moment of convivial confidence, there is gene* 
rally an overflowing gush that carries away all ordinary sel- 
fish or sordid prepossessions. So it was on the present occa- 
sion, as may be gathered from the following conversation, 
which took place between Ghebhard Truchses and his guest, 
when at the request of the latter they left the others for a 
while and straggled into one of the by-paths. 

*' Well, my good host, and kind compeer,'' said Prince 
Henry, " We may now at length fling aside our masquerade, 
and speak as becomes two independent sovereigns, hand in 
hand and face to face. This is a pleasant farce that we have 
been playing ; but I much doubt if your highness, notwith- 
standing all your lay and theological lore, can form a notion 
of the serious purpose which brought me hither, or of the 
subject I am now about to broach V 

Ghebhard thought he could form a very shrewd guess; 
but he made no answer, nor did he suffer a look to escape 
him which might wound the feelings of his guest. He had 
something in his nature which prevented his accompanying 
even alms-giving with an air of contempt; and the Prince (n 
Liegnitz had not yet come to that, 

" Yes, by the mass I-^pardon my favourite oath, though 
as a Lutheran I admit it does not roll glibly oflf my tongue-— 
yes, my very reverend, and right hospitable archbishop-elee- 
tor, and cousin, it is a matter of moment that I would now 
confide to you; and much it behoves you to have all your 
yr'H^ at work, to meet the exigency of the case." 
. *'What can be the amount he means to ask for?" said 
Truchses 4o himself. ** I am ready to listen with all atten- 
tion to your highness's proposals," said he, aloud, *' and you 
shall not find me niggard in proportion to my means." 

" I am glad to hear so brave a sentiment from you cousin, 
for in God^s truth it is no trifling drag that will be made on 
your resources ; but as I am not a man of many words nor a 
prince of false promises, I will come at once to the pith of 
my business with you. You have heard a great deal of me 
no doubt, my cousin ? Yes ! and not much good, you would 
answer." 

*< I would not so answer. Prince Henry, even had calumny 
or ill nature warranted." 

*' You might without oflfending me, cousin. I have lived 
too long on the rinds and parings of the world's courtesy to 
look for the kernel now. 1 have from various causes, sohm- 
what by ny owa fault perhaps, and not a little by the injus- 
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have left undone, and I have left marks on my career that I 
ivould wish blotted out. But no matter. What is done is 
done. Yet some atonement for past folly may be found in 
present fairness. It is well bruit^ through Germany how I 
have quarrelled with my subjects, broke from the emperor's 
arbitration, and flung myself on the resources of my own ge- 
nius. The many shifts 1 have made are no secret. But you 
have ypt to learn that I have been across the frontier into 
France, and have engaged, head and shoulders deep, to aid 
the Prince of Conti in his rebellion against King Henry." 

" Indeed." 

"Yes indeed, I have. My gallant force of Reitres, four 
thousand strong — when I succeed in raising them — shall as- 
suredly join the Huguenot army, unless, as* may be, some 
native German prince require my aid, and then I shall hold 
myself free from all foreign engagements, for one's own coun- 
try is like one's flesh and blood — it must be looked to first." 

*' Well, prince, I will follow the good example you set me. 
You fairly own yourself a friend to heretics, a foe to the 
church, and engaged in a hostile league against my friend 
and ally the King of France. I cannof therefore aid your en- 
terprize to the value of a single groschen, nor give my coun- 
tenance to the raising of a man in my territory] But if a pri- 
vate loan for your personal purposes be needed, as far as my 
treasury permits you may command it." ' 

«'The Elector of Cologne does not belie his fame. This 
is what I call plain speaking and fair dealing. Far different 
from your sneaking neighbour and fellow-dignitary of May- 
ence, who refused me plump, on both private and public 
grounds, but proffered a paltry present of fifty crowns to my 
cavalier cavnlcadour, the Rilter Sveinishen, for the sake of 
his father's memory forsooth !" 

" But in other quarters you have been more lucky 1" 

** Not much more so. The spirit of generosity has left the 
princes but not to settle in the people. While the Count 
Palatine Richard of Rheinfols threw dust in my eyes with 
fine promises, but not a kreutzer into my purse, the beggarly 
burghers of Frankfort refused a small advance of four thou- 
sand crowns, though I and my train had spent all our ready 
eash in their town and bought goods on credit to double the 
amount required." 

" Unreasonable dogs !" exclaimed Truchses, with a smile. 

«* Aad the result of all is that we are now in serioas straite. 
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Were it not for two thousand crowns a month paid me by the 
Prince of Conti, my captains might starve and my recruits be 
in open mutiny. Bat now, by the mass ! a brighter day 
seems dawning.'* 

" How is that 1" 
. " How 1 Why that your highness, I know, will take- us 
^1 into your service." 

*< What, I, Prince Henry 1 I who am at peace with all 
men, and who, if opposed by some turbulent and obstinate 
subjects in my views of reform and the rooting out abuses, 
am nevertheless in close alliance and amity with the emperor, 
the pope, and all the confederate potentates of Europe ! Alas, 
prince, you bring your gallant levies and fair offers to a bad 
market." 

*' Alas, and alas, elector ! that so noble a nature as yours 
should repose on such hollow and treacherous support. There 
is not — and I say it on good grounds — one of those dear allies 
of yours who is not leagued for your ruin, as firmly as Cond6, 
Conti and Navarre against that profligate spendthrift Henry 
of France. Intrigues which you are too generous to suspect 
and far too weak to cope with, are everywhere on foot against 
you. You are beset with dangers, ready to burst forth all 
around you. You must rouse up and meet the storm with 
vigour and desperation — and if you do, Henry of Licgnitz 
may be no mean support. Such as I am I offer myself to 
you, free, without cost or charge ; for by the soul of honour 
within me I had rather fight in your cause for nothing than 
serve another for high pay and rich booty I" 

The elector was much struck by this speech. The reve- 
lations it conveyed were startling. But he did not take it all 
for granted. His sanguine and confiding temperament was 
not prone to believe every hint of treachery, or threat of evil ; 
and the authority for the present forewarning was but loose to 
say the best of it. 

*< You are startled but not convinced, is it not sol You 
would rather take me as your guide on a foray than your 
counsellor in a closet 1" asked the prince, with swaggering 
nai'vet^, 

*'In truth, prince, this matter is of such serious import that 
some proof must be forthcoming ere I can quite confide in 
your opinion." 

*« Weigh my words, then, and you will not find them light 
ones. I have said enough to put you on your guard. Events 
will soon speak trumpet-tongued to you. Be assured I have 
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not trayelled through Germany with my eyes chat nor m^ 
ears stopped — I know the truth of my statements.** 

** How could I, of all men, have proroked such falsehood 
and hostility V* 

** By being frank and friendly. You are hated because 
envied— envied because talented, generous, and confiding. 
Wisdom sometimes speaks out of the mouths of fools as 
well as children. Therefore do not despise a warning which 
may save your sovereignty, though it proceed from one who 
has nearly lost his own in spite of all warning. We 
must talk this over at more leisure, good elector, and I 
stake my life on being able to give you proofs of all I haire 
put forth, and more." 

*' I shall see you soon, prince V 

*« Whenever yon like. I must now muster my troop, ere 
your highnesses Rhine wine oversets them quite, and proceed 
to Cologne, where my boats with a portion of my new levies 
are by this time arrived." 

*' Vou have then gathered some recruits already ? Of 
what sort are they, prince t Raw troops or disciplined ? and 
their creed 1" 

** These thick coming questions augur at least that your 
highness is alive to my warning'. Trust me the men I 
have under my orders are of the right stamp for deeds of life 
and death. Two thousand veterans of bone and sinew, who 
have waded knee deep in war, good christians all of them, 
considering all men as brothers no matter of what persua** 
sion, and ready to cut the throats of papist or protestant im- 
partially in honourable warfare, for whatever employer pays 
them best." 

•» A prepossessinff picture, prince ! and how have you dis- 
posed of tins large force 1" 

** They are scattered in various towns alon^ the Rhine— 
in pledge, since the truth must out, for their keep, their 
clotning and accoutrements — but ready at a day*s notice to 
concentrate on Cologne, when the tug of war begins, and the 
funds for paying their debts are forthcoming." 

<* Enough of this for to-night, kind prince. You will come 
to me to-morrow at the palace ? In the meanwhile you shall 
find no obstacle in the way of your proceedings. But what 
you have said is secret." 

** As the grave ! and now good night ! Finish your day of 
pleasure, brave archbishop. To-morrow will be one of busi- 
ness." 
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The two sovereigns, who had thus opened a negotiation of 
serious purport with such small formality, soon separated. 
Liegnitz collected his captains, made his adieu, and wended 
his way towards Cologne, his trumpets sounding parting 
salutations to his host, whose generous farewell was not 
confined to words, a large donation to the adventurers proving 
his gratitude for their chieftain^s proffered services, and giv- 
ing the lie to Nuenar's niggfardly provisions and provisoes. 

Ghebhard Truchses possessed in an eminent degree that 
vigorous quality of mind which enables one to discard or fly 
from, for a season, a momentous train of thought, and to de- 
liver oneself up to the temporary indulgence of another, less 
serious but as absorbing. He was awoke as it were, from a 
long dream of political security by his conversation with the 
Prince of Liegnitz. He saw, in a glance and to its full ex- 
tent, the possible danger of his situation, and he felt his dig- 
nity, his honour, his pride all involved in the necessity of a 
prompt solution of the question at stake. But he felt as 
keenly the force of that other involvement in which his heart's • 
best affections were compromised. Ambition was not forgot- 
ten while love was brought to memory. But the latter was 
in the ascendant ; and Truchses resolved that for that night 
at least its paramount interests should not clash with those 
of any other. No sooner, therefore, had the noise of the 
horses' hoofs died away on the chatissee^ and the last vibra- 
tion of the trumpets were blended with the echo of that which 
preceded them — distance producing on sound the same effect 
which time does upon thought^than the elector, resuming 
at once his morning's character, and returning to the enjoy- 
ment of his day's chief delight, gave to all who were with 
him the notion of a man whose mind knew no care and whose 
happiness no bounds. Giving a free rein to his words, he 
launched forth into a new display of conversational power, 
ran over in review the events of the day, sketched in lively 
colours — but with no tinge of gall — the manner, appearance, 
and character of his late guests, and completely succeeded in 
giving to most of those who remained the semblance, if not, 
the complete reality, of a sympathy with all be said and felt. 
The sun was now down, the evening breeze stole out to 
fan the drooping and drowsy flowers, the nightingales al- 
ready flooded the air with melody. It was nearly time to 
end the too short day and return to town. Another walk 
into the wooded depths of the pleasure-grounds — a lingering 
lounpre round the lake— a farewell to the sleeping swans-— 
and It was dark. 
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«• Now^^^ said the elector, *• we are ready. Let the ear- 
riaffes be brought forth !'' 

A change in the order of the places occopied in the morn- 
ing became necessary for the accommodation of De Mans- 
feldt* Trochses settled the matter, promptly and without 
consultation with any one. He yielded his own seat to Er- 
nest and found for himself a ready space between the two 
ladies. The horses set out at a steady walk. The pitchy 
darkness required flambeaux-bearers in front, and they could 
not be out paced. The torch-light threw its sombre colouring 
on the trees which lined the road, and was reflected back on 
the ^Ided ornaments of the harness and the carriage. But 
within the vehicle, the curtains of which were close drawn, 
not a single gleam could penetrate ; and it might have been 
supposed from the deep silence there that each of its occu- 
pants slept soundly or had lost all waking consciousness in 
the dark depths of thought. But for two of the part?, at 
least, there was no slumber and but little thought. Their 
minds, unreached by ordinary sensations, throbbed in a 
▼affue, delirious ecstacy — but not alas ! apart from mortal 
feelings. The inscrutable connexion of sensation with sen- 
timent was complete, and, for the time, indulged in all the 
divine purity or passion. His arms were clasped round her 
waist. Her burning cheek lay close to his. Lips met and 
lingered long together, in sacred silence. Two nearts were 
joined for ever by the holy import of that solemn pledge. 

The carriage stopped. 

<*Ha! what ! where are we V* cried the eleetor. 

"In the court-yard of Kriechlingen House. Your high- 
ness slept,*' said Scotus. 

*' Thank Heaven I did not dream V^ replied Ghebhard, 
promptly recovering from his trance of ecstacy ; and as the 
lights flared in upon the party, his eyes rested on the almost 
convulsed yet inexpressive face of De Mansfeldt, who seem- 
ed transfixed on the seat before him. That was a moment 
of triumph worth a world to a mind like that of Truchses. 
He said or looked nothing of what he felt. Bat he laughed 
deep in his heart, at the baffled brother who dared to cast a 
thought between him and the object of his adoration. 

The leave-takings were brief. The ladies were safely de- 
posited in the care of the old baron who waited to receive 
them. The elector's carriages drove rapidly oS. The four 
female friends were soon in their separate chambers. Just 
as Agnes reached hers, her brother stepped across the corri- 
dor, and said, in manifest agitation, 
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*( Now, for our interview. I would speak with you, Ag- 
nes r 

** To-morrow, then, to-morrow, to-morrow," replied she, 
hastily escaping, without even a look aecompanyine her 
words, the last of which was cut short by the rapid closing of 
her door. 

The elector arrived at his palace in a whirl of wild sensa- 
tion. He quickly passed into his private room. He made 
no request, according to his wont, for Scotus^s company to 
supper. 

'* Wine, Walram, wine !" were the only words he uttered. 
And when the obsequious valet had placed some flasks and a 
large goblet of Venetian ^lass upon the table, he silently re- 
tired ; nor did any call disturb him from his watch in the 
anti-room, till the dawn glimmered through the lofty and cur- 
tained casement. 

And what a glorious night had Truehses passed, alone, 
enwrapped in the absorbing ardour of ^passion. How often 
did he change his posture during those aelirious hours. How 
deeply did he quafif, how wildly calculate, how thoroughly 
enjoy ! Throwing off his dayndress trappings, and in the 
freedom of his loose toilet robe, he pac^ the room, flung 
himself into a seat, or stood at intervals before the large 
mirror, and gazed on his flushed and fevered image, as 
though he sought for the reflection of his inmost heart. 

The following translation of an almost illegible manuscript, 
handed down in traditional illustration or my hero's feel- 
ings and undoubtedly in his hand- writing, tells all that can 
be now known of what he alone thought of and wrote of on 
that memorable night :—» 

L 

**Yes ! 'Twas a day of happiness, for none. 

Not the most gulden are without alloy ; 
And through the age-like hours at times there slione 

A lightnmg flash of most electric joy. 
Oh, it is moments such as those which pay 

The mortgfage-debt of fate to minds like ours! 
When love breaks out unhoped-for on our way, 

Shaking fi*om rainbow-coloured wings bright showers. 
Even such a pasnon-chequered day was this. 
Of tempered suffering and redeeming bliss. 

n. 

***Twas sweet when o'er each wayward path we moved — 
And wild-flowers bent, thy springy tread to meet — 
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Where glancing eyes just told hs that we lored^— 
Self-speaking and self-answering! yes, 'twas sweet. 

When an was ooetiy in air and sky — 
The wind son murmuring in breathed rhyme 

All through the beech-bough shade — by thee to lie,. 
Plucking the feathers from the wings of Time — 

Snatching my mind's reflection in thy looks. 

As trembling stars peer into midnight brooks.. 

m. 

"How full my heart is of thee ! How it swells,^ 

Big with thy memoried presence in its core! 
Love s honey oozes from its inmost cells, 

And Hope's redundant hives are flowing o'er. 
My being is imbued with thee — thou art 

The spirit which lightens and sublimes my clay. 
The immortal essence, the diviner part. 

The calm air blending with the fevei-ed ray 
That bubbles in the foam of passion's fount — 
The wreath tliat cools ambition's throbbing front. 

IV. 

" How much I love thee! oh, how much, how much I 

Could it be spanned by space, or weighed by words! 
My high-strung bosom bounds at the least touch 

Which even the thought of thee sends through its chords. 
The very rustling of thy light robe's fold 

Fills my whole frame with evidence of thine — 
As liquid bronze, hot rushing through a mould, 

Intensely images some form divine. 



V. 

** Gone ! no, thou art not gone — ^I see thee still— 

I feel thy warm breath lar down in my breast. 
Warm as I drank it In, that it might fill 

Each thirsty reservoir with Passion's zest — 
When, in the parching ardour of Love's drought, 

As the inebriate bee untiring sips, 
I quaffed the nectar of thy dewy mouth, 

And sighed my soul upon thy odorous lips. 
And sucked such sweets as summer flowers send up 
From their heart's depths, to fill each leaf-formed cup. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 



We would not willingly give halt or hindrance to the 
current of our story. But an occasional pause is required 
to keep the thread from tangling. We must for a moment 
examine the 'state of feeling of some of the persons of the 
tale, consequent upon the events of the day just descrihed. 

Scotus, who was evidently deep bent on leading the elector 
onwards in his career, had from the natural, or unnatural, 
contortion of his mind, planned a complication of causes to 
be brought at once into action, to hurry his intended victim 
into tha measure most likely to ruin him with the greatest 
speed. A marriage with the object of bis evident passion 
presented itself in that sure aspect. But the Italian, knowing 
that Nuenar, Kriechlingen, xmd the rest of the reformists had 
also that design at heart, yet doubting their or his own in- 
fluence to prcKluce so important a decision, imagined, and 
as has been seen acted on, the plan of bringing one or both of 
Agnes's brothers to the spot, under the false belief of her 
dishonour, reckoning that their wounded pride, which he 
meant by all means to inflame, would lead them to force 
Truchses into the only reparation left for him to make. 
Personally unacquainted with those brothers, yet having 
treasured much of the information received as to their dispo- 
sitions from the Duchess of Saxe-Coburg he trusted a ffood 
deal to his own power of moulding them more completely to 
his views as soon as they reached the scene of action. The 
sudden arrival of Ernest, before he had ample time to way- 
lay and prepare him for a meeting with Agnes and Ghebhard, 
had grievously disconcerted him, had he not profited by 
their ineauttous conference in the grove, the greater part 
of which he had listened to. By this means acquainted with, 
though not knowing the extent of, Ernest's secret sentiments 
for his sister, he felt obliged to meet him on another tack, and 
to hold forth Ghebhard's intention of marrying Agnes, 
(which he easily divined from some of his ecstatic words) 
as a matter of alarm instead of a subject of hope. By skil- 
fully working up the incident of the family legend, and his 
own accidental likeness to the old portrait of which the 
duchess had told him, and by his bold avowal of the forgery 
which Slrneat's manner plainly proclaimed him to.suspMl 
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if not absolutely to know, he calculated on makingr an im- 
pression which he never doubted bein^ able to turn to 
account ; and he had taken occasion during the course oC 
the day to impress on D.e IVlansfeldt the absolute necessity 
of withdrawing Agnes from the elector^s society — either by 
persuasion, stratagem, or force — knowing that her temporary 
loss, which he was resolved to retain the means of redeem- 
ing, would stimulate Truchses' passion a thousand fold, and 
hurry on the denouement which he now saw as certain. 
Scotus, on the watch for everything which might be turned in 
aid of his purpose, anxiously entered into the incident of the 
Piince of Liegnitz's arrival, and soon singling out Von 
Swheinishen as the principal personage of his suite, he did' 
not fail to commence an intimacy with him, which he meant 
to follow up on a fitting opportunity. 

Ernest de Mansfeldt was filled with a horror of a pious, 
fraternal, and nondescript mixture, on seeing as he did too 
clearly the style of feeling which existed between Agnes and 
the elector. The few concluding words . of his conference- 
with Scotus on the terrace grave him a clew, if any were 
wanting, to the nature of. Truchses* design; and some broad 
hints casually thrown out by Nuenar satisfied him that the 
political friends of the elector were, without a knowledge of 
his secret intentions, labouring hard to lead him to their ac- 
complishment. Staunch Lutheran as he was, and overmuch 
as he would have rejoiced at the defection of such a man from 
the ranks of popery, in any other case, dearly as he loved his 
sister, proud as he would be of her influence in any instance but 
this one ; the possibility of her becoming the wife of any 
one was an idea of insupportable torment to Ernest. He, in 
fact, loved Agnes with a romantic intensity that yet wants a 
definition. Awkwardly innocent in his own heart; filled 
with religion according to his notion of its excellence, har- 
bouring no thought, n& feeling, that could trench on the most 
perfect purity of intercourse with his beloved sister, the 
great object of his soul was to live with her, and for her, and 
to preserve her to himself. He never dreamt of harm in the 
pledge he induced her to exchange with hhn, nor was there . 
harm in it except from the intense selfishness and narrow- 
mindedness it arose from. But the man was really ignorant 
of what a woman's happiness might require. Totally pas- 
sionless himself, he knew not the privation he was forcing 
her to adopt. And when the moment came which showed 
her as the too probable partner in an amorous engagement, 
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hiB self-anguish overwhelmed erery consideration of her hap- 
piness and his own honour^ and he resolved at all hazaraa 
to snatch her from the fate which perilled his wayward and 
selfish gratification. The coarseness of his mind was ex- 
emplified in his early accusation that she had listened at 
Spangrenberg's door. The roughness of the times had its. 
enect even on bim, in an occasional violence of expression^ 
the utterance of an oath now and then, and such like proofs 
that refinement of manners had yet much progress to make. 
But this was compensated by a degree of frankness incom- 
patible with the mean treacheries of a latter age. A mind 
of the same mould in our days would probably turn into a 
course of sneaking fanaticism and subdued dishonesty. 

Another subject of great agitation to Ernest was the pro- 
bable arrival of his brother Christopher, which he now depre- 
cated as much as he so lately desired it. When he only 
thought of removing Agnes from the danger of her intimacy 
with the elector, such an assistant, impetuous, resolute, and 
active was just what he wanted, fiut he also knew his bro* 
therms ambition, and had no doubt that the prospect of Agnes 
becoming the wife of Truchses, and thus^ sharing even the 
perilous dignity of the electoral throne, would act on him in 
a way the very reverse from its effects on himself. The 
night was therefore passed in devising plans for Agnes's re- 
moval before Christopher's arrival. But Ernest's weakness, 
of both head and heart quite unfitted him for any enterprise 
requiring vigour and the possibility of stratagem. He there* 
fore resolved to throw himself upon an alliance for this ob- 
ject jwith Scotus, but still not a little appalled at any close 
connexion with so old a friend of the family as the Italian in- 
sinuated himself to be; for Ernest do Mansfeldt, like many 
a good reformer of the sixteenth century, still retained a 
strong hereditary tinge of superstition on all matters connect- 
ed with demonology and witchcraft, and though not impli- 
citly believing the supposed magical powers and superuato- 
ral endowments of his new acquaintance, he could by no 
means say to himself that he laughed them to scorn, or deny 
that their possibility proved a powerful attraction and gave 
the individual a strange influence over him. He had fixed 
with Scotus, in the course of the evening at Bruhl, a meet- 
ing for the following morning, and he felt no small relief a^ 
the latter having proposed that the Duchess of Saxe-Coburg^, 
his own and his sister's intimate friend, should be one of the* 
council for thwarting the elector's design and forcing Agnea* 
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to the adoption of measaret for her own safety. Early tfaore* 
fore on the following morning he was ready dressed to refah 
to his appointment with ttie Italian, at the rear of the elector's 
palace, whence they were to proceed lo the private entrance^ 
of the gardens of Kriechlingen House to meet the duchess, 
prepared by Scotus to expect them. Devoutly did Ernest 
pray to Heaven for aid in his purpose, and most conscienti- 
ously had he wound himself up to the belief that his own sel- 
fishness had no weiffht in, but that his sister's safety was the 
sole inspiration of, bis prayers ; when, to his infinite, aston- 
ishment a knock at his door was followed by a request for ad- 
mittance, in Agnes's well-known voice. 

He felt a throb of delight, as though Heaven had delivered 
her into his hands ; but this was as quickly succeeded by a 
pang of fear, lest' she had come to announce a decision hos- 
tile and perhaps destructive to his projects. Ernest had no 
self-confidence, no reliance on his own resources. Weak and 
impious appeals to Heaven, in all cases right or wrong, are 
the only shifts of a mind that cannot in common emergency 
aid itself. Heaven alone therefore knows what might have 
t>een the brother's new form of prayer, on this doubt as to his 
sister's feelings, had she not put an end to his apprehensions 
by a frank and brief avowal of them. 

** You must not be surprised at my thus coming to return 
your visit, Ernest," said Agnes, striving to look composed 
and to speak cheerfully. '^ I only hope this interview will 
be more satisfactory than the last. ' 

'* Dear sister, you look wretchedly ill. Those swollen 
eyes and pale cheeks tell me that you have passed a sleepless 
night. Ah, Agnes, it is virtue alone that brings happiness. 
Suffering is sure to follow — " 

Guilt would have completed this profound moral axiom 
had not the eyes of Agnes, all tear-swollen as they were, and 
the flush of pride on these pale cheeks repelled the half-ut- 
tered insult. 

'^ I would not offend you, sister. I would solace your re- 

fret and save you from danger. M]jr duty and my love oom- 
ine to dictate words and actions which have only your well- 
being for their object." 

'* Ernest, pray spare me an argument or a sermon. 1 need 
neither. I am quite alive to my own situation, and prepared 
to act up to my own consciousness of right I have resolved 
to leave this place forthwith. Are you ready to accompany 
mer* 
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*' Ready ! oh je»f to fly, instantly. We shall go together 
to Mansfeldt, is it not so my sister 1" 

** I am resolved to return to my convent. There alone I 
shall feel safe from my own thoughts." 

'*' Wherever then wilt, so as that thon quit the temptations 
which beset thee here. Oh, Agnes, what a weight is thus 
removed from my heart." 

''To be added perhaps to the burthen that oppresses 
mine." 

" Art thou not then happy in this resolution 1" 

*' Miserable ! If not there were no merit in it, and methinks 
1 deserve some." 

" What must I understand by that V 

*' What thou wilt, Ernest. It is enough for mo that I 
know my own suffering, in taking this step to save a noble 
heart from the ruin it was prepared to rush into." 

" What then, my sister, has he avowed his whole purpose, 
and hadst thou really strength of mind to resist so brilliant a 
proposal 1 and has our solemn vow restrained thee ? Dearest 
Agnes, this is more than I dared to hope." 

*^ So Heaven be my help, I know not your meaning, Er- 
nest ! Can you venture to suppose that the elector would sug- 
gest or I suffer a direct proposal of dishonour ? And can the 
word brilliant apply to such 1" 

*' You misconceive me, sister — or I spoke without clear- 
ness — my feelings agitate me — I meant to say — " stammered 
forth De Mansfeldt, who was convinced that Truchses had 
not actually announced the intention vouched for by Scotns 
of a proposed union, which he dreaded that Agnes might be 
tempted to accede to. 

'' Your meaning or its imperfect expression is now not im- 
portant. I am acting from no impulse but that of doty to- 
one who deserves my highest admiration aind gratitude," said 
Agnes, haughtily interrupting Ernest, for she began to de- 
spise and almost dislike him. The act of communicating'their 
secret to another had, without any spoken comment from the 
third person, almost magically opened her mind to the tyran- 
nical selfishness which it arose from, and to her own weak- 
ness in being led to join in it. She was mortified at and 
ashamed of her share in this puerile pledge, and naturally 
enough threw her self-reproach into the scale which was al- 
ready heavy laden with that which she flung upon her ac- 
complice. His allusion to this vow seemed quite contempti- 
ble, at the very moment when the highest motivea o^self^ 
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denial and eonsideratioQ for the eleotor^s welfare had alone 
decided her to withdraw herself from the encouragement of 
his infatuated, but on that account more flattering, attach- 
ment* 

To do thorough justice to our heroine it must be understood 
that she was actuated by the fear of danger to her own repo* 
tation, or by a dread of her own suffering, in a very faint pro- 
portion to the apprehension of ruin to the elector^s peace of 
mind, were she not at once to check the passion she had in- 
spired. She had a firm confidence in herself; and even in 
the least equivocal moment of the preceding day she in- 
stinctively saw and felt with the precision which never fails 
a woman, that the most profound respect blended With her 
lover^s rapture. She was right, although she knew not that 
it was the fixed design of making her his own by the holiest 
rites of religion, at the risk or even the sacrifice of rank, 
state and every consideration of wordly interest, that had 
worked that efiect upon him. She was convinced that a 
passion so deeply felt and so impetuously persevered in mast 
lead to the neglect of all those temporal and religious duties 
and interests involved in the elector's station. That any 
purpose beyond its platonic indulgence was to be accom- 
plished she never imagined. The forfeiture of her own honour, 
or the renunciation of his religion never flashed across her 
mind. And either one or the other was esseutial to the re- 
snlt which is the overwhelming impulse with one sex, and 
the admitted but uninfluencing consequence to the other. 

Agnes therefore felt that she had but to fly ; fervently be- 
lieving that when once she was removed the elector's elastic 
nature would soon recover the shock of losing her, and that 
a thousand resources would soon offer themselves to a mind 
80 rich in that finest of all possession^— 4he power of bearing 
up against ill, by a prompt adaptation of what is to be ob- 
tained of good. The night on which this resolution was 
formed was one of much suffering. Thoughts and tears of 
equal bitterness flowed freely. But her firmness was un- 
shaken. And when she came to announce her decision to 
her brother she had recovered in a considerable degree at 
least the appearance of composure. It was now quickly ar- 
ranged between them that Agnes was to apply to Duchess 
Anno for a loan of a horse-litter, in which she had travelled 
to Cologne, and that after proceeding a few leagues privately 
in it with her tire- woman, Agnes was to send that convey- 
ance back by the duchess's servant and to finish her journey 
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on horseback, Ernest undertaking to explain her sudden ab* 
sence as best he might to his kinsman the baron and the rest 
of the family, to forward a letter, which she had written and 
now confided to him, for the elector, and to procure horses 
for herself and attendant, with which he was to follow with 
all speed so as to come up with them at the town where she 
had decided to sleep that night. 

Ernest set about making his preparations with the utmost 
alacrity ; chuckling at the thoughts of his haying to inform 
Scotus of the inutility of any further efforts to attain their 
joint purpose. Agnes hastened to the duchess's apartment, 
and found her, early as it was, making ready for a morning 
promenade. 

*^ Dearest Anne," said she, throwing herself into her 
friend's arms, and sobbing conyulsiTely, as the suppressed 
force of her feelings again oTerpowered her, *' This is a cruel 
leave-taking. I am come to bid thee farewell — I am about to 
leave Cologne this very morning." 

An astonished repetition of the words was the reply. 

*' Oh, yes, I have been here but too long. Those few short, 
happy weeks have been pregnant with danger, and in flight 
only is my chance of escape. Think me not wantonly abrupt 
and capricious. I must, I must be firm, and thou, dearest 
Anne, must aid in furnishing the means for my immediate 
and secret removal." 

'* And what has happened, my best friend, my oWn Agnes, 
to cause this sudden resolution 1" 

'* Ask me not more than 1 can tell. It is enough that my 
brother insists on it, my own conscience approves it, and the 
whole happiness and welfare of another— very dear to me—- 
imperioasly commands it." ' 

'* His happiness ! surely that is involved in, dependent on^ 
your presence." 

** Anne, I named no one. How art thou thus informed 1 
But ah, why need I ask t All eyes have doubtless seen what 
I never thought of concealing. All tongues have made me 
their talk. Oh, shame, shame ! How can I fly fast enough 
from observation and slander !" 

The duchess felt herself greatly embarrassed by these 
words. She had not been blind to the progress of the pas* 
sion, the plain evidence of which the two persons mainly 
interested were the last to see. She was aware all through, 
both from Scotus and Nuenar, of their mutual designs to en- 
courage the attachment of Ghebbard ; and she, acting from 
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the double compliance with her tyrant's orders and with her 
sectarian zeal, had sedulousjy done all in her power to faci- 
litate the opportunities sought for by the elector, and by no 
means discouraged by Agnes, for the indulgence of an inter- 
course which gave them such mutual delight. During the 
preceding evening at Bruhl, Scotus had informed the duchess 
of a great part of what had passed between him and Ernest, 
and of their intention to meet her that morning for mock con- 
sultation, with the ostensible purpose of preventing what they 
both were so resolved — ^but from motives how different! — to 
promote. But she had also fixed a private rendezvous with 
Scotus, and by his desire, for an hour previous to that at 
which they were to meet Ernest. She was ignorant of what 
had passed between the elector and Agnes during their 
private promenade. She had remarked the varying emotions 
of the latter, and sho saw clearly the warm elation of the 
former during the whole of the day. She knew not what 
conclusions to draw ; and she felt now restricted from almost 
venturinj^ an observation, much less pressing an explanation, 
which might lead her into some phrase or hint which had 
perhaps been at variance with the designs of him who had 
obtained such awful and unholy influence over her. She 
therefore listened to the request of Agnes for the loan of her 
travelling litter ; she heard the plans for the journey, but she 
dared not all at once consent t^or even encourage, the pro- 
posal or the project. Considerably affected, both by the evi- 
dence of Agnes's sufferings and the consciousness of her own 
duplicity, she could only give vague words of comfort, in re- 
turn for her friend's communication ; and, recommending her 
to proceed calmly with her preparations for the journey, she 
promised to see her again in an hour, and left as a matter 
taken for granted her co-operation in her object. 

At the period of our tale there was a thick plantation of 
elm and oak which stretched for ssveral hundred yards by 
the side of the river, in that portion of the city now* called 
the Drci Konigenwerft, It was there amongst other places 
that Duchess Anne, unattended and unobserved, and dressed 
with the utmost simplicity, used frequently to meet the 
Italian, at hours when his furtive entrance to the gardens 
might have been discovered by some of the inhabitants of 
Knechlingen House. And as quickly as fast-walking could 
bring her to the rendezvous she repaired there, on Agnes 
Quitting her ; and she soon perceived Scotus gazing into the 
aeep and rapid stream, from the embankment which partly 
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overhung, and in other places was worn away by the eternal 
waters. She approached him, apparently unobserved, and 
with the chill timidity of her usual manner she pronounced 
his name. 

He turned round, and^ in that soft and yet insincere tone 
which he at times assumed, he said, 

^'Thou art well come, fair duchess, for had not some 
mighty attraction drawn me back I verily believe I had 
plunged into the stream, and sought in that liquid reflection 
of heaven for the quiet which the experience of the earth 
and the study of the skies cannot procure me." 

'*You speak and look fearfully. Count Scotus. That 
placid tone and solemn air are always indescribably painful. 
There seems a mockery mlngfed with year most serious re- 
marks, and a levity in your deepest reflections, as though 
you loved to sport with the things both of earth and heaven. 
You mean not what you say — what do you wish for on 
earth that is not within your reach 1" 

''Your love, duchess — nay look not such alarm — ^your 
love, and I possess it not/' 

''Alas! you know your power over my heart and mind. 
Love I have not to give you. It is pledged irrevocably to 
my husband. But is not your influence over me greater even 
than his ?" 

" You tell me so." 

" Have I not proved it 1 Am I not for all lawful purposes 
your creature, aye, your very slave ! Oh ! when will this 
lead to good ? When will your fond predictions turn to ac- 
count 1 When am 1 to have my husband's affections back t 
When may I break from these mysterious trammels in which 
you have bound me ?" 

"I listen to you, as I always do to the witchery of your 
enchanting voice and eloquent words. But they fall, as ever, 
vainly upon my ear. You know 1 am not easily deceived, 
and yet you would continue to keep up this delusion ; you 
reject my love, you profess to seek to recover the duke's — but 
is it not that of young Ulrick which all the while you rejoice 
in ? Answer me." 

" Why should I answer a question ever put and always 
self-replying? You well know that I would not for one 
moment tolerate the liking of that fickle boy ; but, by your 
commands, in the dangerous chance of causing jealousy, 
which you tell me will surely bring my husband agaio to my 
impatient arms." 
voii. 1. . 16 
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<* And 80 it wil]» fair dachess, I promise yoa it will/^ 

** When, oh, when t Will yon not, can yoH not tell 
mel" 

*^ There is nothing in the face of this hroad river, and the 
glare of the day in which I may read the future. Bot to- 
night — if the heavens be clear—-! will consult the stars, and 
yoa shall know faithfully the result." 

** 'Tis always thus, vague promises of good day after day, 
and still no final answer. ' . 

'* It is worth waiting for. The duke himself will be its 
bearer. In his own person, prostrate and penitent at your 
feet, he will prove the efficacy of the means I am taking to 
bring him to his duty. Persevere then awhile and be patient. 
I pledge myself and the secrets of my art to your success.'* 

♦♦ Heaven grant it !*' 

*' Trust to me. It is not so sure that heaven is disposed 
to grant it. Virtue is too often doomed to suffer in this 
world, dear duchess ; and wisdom and religion both tell us 
to be prepared for all result3." 

** Count Scotus, I will not doubt success. 'Tis thus at 
times you throw a blight on the harvest of hope you tell me 
to let ripen. Are you not sure of what you promise ! If 
heaven be unpropitious how can mortal art succeed 1 If any 
chance of failure has come upon the process of your doings, 
tell me so at once, and the eddies of that rushing stream are 
my fitting refuge !" 

'* It were indeed a happy resting-place for the turbulent 
cares of life. You seem to chime in by an unintended sympa^ 
thy with my own notions. Were we two beings, heart-bound 
to each other, but to whom fate refused an union here on 
earth, to plunge together in that liquid bed, methinks it were 
a destiny worth envying." 

The accent of demoniac eagerness in which this speech 
was uttered made the duchess shudder. She started back 
from the water's side and stepped into one of the paths lead- 
ing into the depths of the grove. Scotas followed her. But 
even there a dread of 'danger chilled her heart. She looked 
around, for the first time during those stolen walks, in 
hopes of seeing some one approach. She thought she heard 
a suppressed laugh ; and her eye attracted to her companion's 
face, she observed a diabolical smile, as though he rejoiced 
in the terror he had inspired. It was perhaps at that moment 
-—at least during that interview— that Scotus conceived the 
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dark purpose which he thenceforward resolved to pot into 
execution. 

'* You fly me, Duchess Anne !" exclaimed the Italian, in 
a voice of malignant irony. 

'^ As the bird flutters in the fowler^s net or the hooked 
fish struggles from the fatal line ! Alas, Count Scotos, I have 
no chance in flight.^' 

'^ Why shun me then, and prove your unavailing repug- 
nance ? Is this wise or politic 1" 

*' I act from impulse not from calculation. Your words 
and looks have terrified me, yet surely you do not mean me 
harm t" 

*^ I mean you happiness supreme— delight, of which the 
mind can form but a small notion. Would that you were 
disposed to meet my views ! But you shall be happy after 
your own choice, since my way suits you not. Rely on my 
zeal, and trust my power. The duke is prepared ere this to 
meet this new, this real test of his affection. It cannot fail. 
When he learns to dread the loss of your heart he will 
certainly return to lay his at your feet." 

** You re-assure me by these positive words. Ah ! then, 
d<^not again mar their cheering effect by urging feelings 
which I cannot meet, and forbear I implore you to alarm me 
by even vague allusions, which sound more like covert 
threats of ill than open suggestions of relief." 

'^ You mistake, adored duchess, the accent of despair for 
that of menace. Yon alone have forced dark thoughts into 
my mind, and to your rigid virtue I may become a victim : 
an aberration of the mind itself may be my lot. But not be- 
fore I accomplish your most ardent objects. Those once 
complete I may sink into the grave or plunge into the bil- 
lows, and close a life not then too long if ended in your ser- 
vice." 

A scene of tears and sobs, so admirably feigned as to have 
astonished the actor himself at the extent of his own powers, 
followed this spoken prelude. The deluded duchess was 
again, for the time — ^but it was for the hundredth — completely 
overpowered, softened, and convinced of the sincerity of the 
arch-destroyer ; but the strong purpose of her heart was not 
shaken. She loved her truant husband with too positive a 
truth to run any risk from one she did not, could not, love. 
Scotus was supremely master of her mind. Her affections 
fae never touched. She now reasoned with and consoled him 
on his apparent suffering, in terms of tenderness most irksome 
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to the hypocrite. The scene had lasted too long for his pa- 
tience, bat he found such requisite at times to keep up his 
influence, through the double medium of compassion and 
vanity — ^for each had a large share in his yictim's facility to 
be deceived. 

At length he turned abruptly to the subject of most im- 
mediate interest to him. 

^ But let me break from this too selfish indulgence of my 
immediate wo," said he, dashing away some ready-coming 
tears. *' The interest and the happiness of others must not 
be forgotten. This is my consolation and recompense.— 
Your friend Countess Agnes I came to talk of her, to devise 
means for her good and that of my generous friend the elector, 
not to torment you with another scene of my despair. Yester- 
day was the close of their probaiion. Ghebhard is wildly 
in love. He never slept last night. His perturbed feelings 
robbed his couch of its tenant. This morning he was sunk 
to rest; worn out by his excitement. We must now ur^e on 
his cause. But to do so eflfectively much management is re- 
quired with that troublesome brother, whose coming here 
has proved an obstruction rather than a help. But I have a 
plan matured ; and first, fair duchess, you must see the 
countess, and sound her as to what passed between her and 
her lover in the grove" — 

**I have already seen her." 

"Indeed! this morning'?" 

** Yes she came to announce her departure from Cologne 
to-day." 

" Her departure ! what ! I have not heard you rightly, 
duchess, or you Jiave mistaken her. By heavens you are 
dull of apprehension ! she meant not that. Speak, speak 
quickly, and clearly, on this manner. Tell me what passed 
between ye, word for word ; more interests than one or two 
are hanging in suspense. Speak T' 

To this impatient and almost brutal summons Duchess 
Anne meekly replied, by stating in a subdued tone the par- 
ticulars of her morning conversation with Agnes ; and adding 
the truth, that fear of thwarting the Italian's views had re- 
strained her from prolonging the interview, entering into - 
details, or giving any decided answer to her friend. 

Scotus was silent while the duchess spoke. His folded 
arms, knit brows, and lips compressed, told how he pondered 
on her words. 

«> Yes — that wiJl do ! my whole project is fixed — ^this is a 
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lacky turn — now listen to me," exclaimed he; and the 
breathless attention of the duchess was accordingly given to 
him, as he spoke half in soliloquy, half colloquy ; for he was 
for a moment lost in most unusual abstraction. 

*' Yes, we must consent to, urge on, and aid in her with- 
drawal — not her departure quite. To lose sight of her awhile, 
to belieye her lost to him, will drive the amorous elector al- 
most mad. To regain her he will come to any terms. Aye, 
even to see her he will pay any price. To see her ? and by 
my influence. But not to speak with her — no, that must not 
be. To see her in some mysterious and magic-seeming way. 
Excited, worked up to passion^s bent — all this may be done ! 
now listen to me, duchess." 

" I am listening." 

*' And what have you heard ?" 

** Nothing distinctly of your muttered words, but that we 
must encourage my friend's departure." 

'* No, not her departure ; but she must be withdrawn^ 
For a day or two, more it may be, or perhaps less. I must 
see how her absence will work, and how it can be turned to 
best account — for the elector's happiness and hers — ^you know 
these are my only motives 1" 

•• I can imagine none other." 

'* Except the pride and joy of serving you, fair duchess, 
through your friend." 

The involuntary blush and smilo which arose at this in- 
sinuating sentence were the only answers Scotus required-^ 
he saw that the way was prepared for his next proposition, 
and thus continued : — 

'* To act effectually in this good cause I must have your 
assistance. To bring matters to a crisis some stratagem is 
required ; for the delicate qualms of Agnes, or Truchses' 
impetuous ardour, if not rightly managed, might defeat my 
plans, and overthrow the fabric which 1 would raise for their 
own rapture. I may reckon on your aid 1" 

** My feeble means are always ready at your bidding, and 
for my dear friend's welfare sake." 

'* Well, then ! now for one serious question, put for a frank 
and honest answer— .you have confided to Countess Agnes 
the aflisiir of the jewels ?" 

«• Never, so help me Heaven !" was the firm replv of the 
duchess, while she gave back a fearless look to the Italian's 
penetrating glance, and her heart leaped with joy at the pm- 
4i9Ut reserve she had maintained. 
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" Then you have kept our secret well and wisely. But you 
BQust reveal the whole transactiou to her this morning, with- 
out delay — my projects hang on her knowing all." 

This startling command was a new spring of pleasure to 
the duchess. She would have spoken, but Scotus proceeded. 

" All, you must tell her all, without reserve. And then 
you must with your whole eloquence, with tears, if they can 
spring as in most women at command — how different from 
man's rugged nature, to whom weeping -is almost worse than 
deaths — ^but let that pass — ^you must use flattery. Duchess 
Anne, entreaties of all kinds if she pr^ove stubborn, to gently 
force her consent to accompany you to my apartments at the 
palace, for the purpose of persuading me to restore those 
jewels back to your possession. You understand me 1 I 
speak clearly V 

'^ Oh, yes ; but 1 am bewildered by your words. How 
can I fulfil this intricate purpose of yours, and why ? Must I 
denounce you to Agnes — slower myself to base deception — 
and lead her to what I dare not utter nor think on. I know 
you cannot, must not insist on this." 

*^ Indeed, indeed I must, and you must do it. But first to 
lay the phantoms you have conjured up. 1 would not have 
you quite denounce roe, but yon must tell the facts, as to my 
becoming possessed of and keeping back the jewels. You 
must assure your friend that my esteem and admiration, of her 
virtue, and^ — yes, yes, you may add her beauty ; there is net 
much risk of that ofiending her^-^-ensure her an influence that 
will be irresistible, and moreover I swear to you, most unbe- 
lieving duchess, that it shall be so, and that I will place the 
precious caskets with their entire contents, even as I had 
them from you, freely in Countess Agnes's hands, in trust 
for you their rightful owner. Nay, look not doubtingly still 
-«-I swear it, by heaven and earth, and all things they con- 
tain, including you, the loveliest thing on tlie one, and the 
sure inheritor of the other!" 

puchess Anne clasped her hands upon her breast to keep 
down the throbbings of her delight. 

<* Is not this object, joined to your dear friend's happiness, 
worth some trouble, some cost of words, and even a little 
innocent exaggeration, soft flattery, or the like ? nothing short 
of this can persnade Agnes to come to the palace — ^l know 
that well— rand her coming is the price of your recovered 
Ueasures, for otherwise I, bonestly t^ll you you receive them 
not.," 
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*< Oh, she shall come if it depend on me. She will I am 
sure of her own free choice when I tell her the double pur- 

Eose, my peace' of mind regained and her own happiness 
onourably secufed.'* * 

<* Hold, hold, duchess, you so too fast, though net too far. 
These are the sure results of the visit I propose, but she is 
not to know that an^ design in her own favour is in question. 
Pride, honour, digmty, and what not, would be all up, in a 
masquerade of imagined virtue, to prevent the step if she be- 
lieved it to be for her interests even though joined with yours. 
Men rarely mistake false delicacy for the real. Women 
eternally. There is not one in ten of your squeamish sex 
who has courage enough to pursue her own advantage at the 
risk of a false construction on her actions. No, it is for you 
and you alone, that Agnes is to accede to this measure, 
which will make her in the long run Electress of Cologne." 

M And you will place all the jewels in her possession l^*^ 

'^ What, duchess ! Have you then no thought for your 
friend 1 Is not her happiness a jewel of price, and do I not 
promise also to secure that ?" 

** Oh, I do rejoice in aught that brings good to her, but 
doubly if it be joined with my own." 

<* ^fow then, dear duchess, speed you to your task. T go 
to seek the brother and turn him from his purposed departure. 
He shaH communicate to his sister the necessity for delay, and 
then the plot shall thicken !" 

The duchess was already gone. Scotus marked her with 
a fiendish smile, as she tripped lightly through the grove. 
But she suddenly turned round and approached him,, almost 
running. He met her half way. 

<* Ahas ^ in my selfish joy I had forgot one point vital to 
my friend's honour, and indeed on which I am sure her con- 
sent to accompany me to the palace would completely hinge. 
You pledj^e yourself solemnly that she is not to see the elec-» 
tor? To risk no chance of indignity or disgrace ? And disco- 
very of our visit would lead to both." 

« TViat I swear solemnly. And the best guarantee to sa^ 
tisfy your doubts or hers is the fact that my whole object 
would be defeated were she to be discovered — even by Truoh-i 
ses himself." 

** Enough, I am now satisfied. Farewell count, I shall 
wait your next summons with intense impatience." 

*^ You shall have it duchess, but when depends on the slow 
01 rapid miarch of circumstances and feelings npi q^uite in my 
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control.— But hold, I too have a second thougrht on this af- 
fair. You must not, finally make your request for your 
friend's interference till I see you, which shall be within an 
hour at Kriechling^n House. See her in the interion — sound 
her, make your eon/eMtbn, but no direct appeal to her assist- 
ance. There is somethingr yet to be done which if it suc- 
ceed will make her eonsent a certainty." 

The colloquists then quitted the groTe in different direc- 
tions. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



As the Italian proceeded to the place of his appointment 
with Ernest de Mansfeldt, he observed a stranger — but one 
whose name and race he instantly Icnew, as surely as though 
he had seen his baptism certificate and pedigree before him — 
riding up one of the narrow streets a handsome but jaded 
horse, and followed by a varlet, on another equally valuable 
and equally tired. 

" Well done, Count Jerome !" inwardly exclaimed Scotas. 
** Yet thou hast after all small merit perhaps, since these 
dolts and dupes will play so easily into your hands. Yes» 
this is one of a different stamp. He must be managed by 
other means. Never mind, I'll manage him!'' 

He followed for a/ew minutes the slow movements of the 
cavalier, and saw him alight at a hostel, over the door of 
which hung the rudely painted sign of a robust and rubicund 
angel, with a pair of flame-coloured wings, so huge and heavy 
that the whole might be taken for an efl^y of Sampson carry- 
ing the gates of Gaza on his back. The host, who was a 
Spaniard long domiciliated at Cologne, came pompously 
from his porch, after some impatient calls from the young 
stranger, and bowed him into the house with much ceremony, 
while the varlet, guided by a stable-boy, led the horses into 
the court-yard. Scotus then proceeded to his rendezvous 
close to the palace ; and there he met Ernest waiting, an air 
of satisfaction tempering his nervous anxiety. Scotus ap- 
proached him, with a gesture of astonishment, and exclaimed 
in a tone of well-feigned alarm, 

»* What ! Here ! Thank heaven I meet you still safe ! It is 
then as I feared — ^you have not received my letter V* 

"Letter! no.'* 

*» Nor seen my secretary V 

" No." 

<< And your sister — is she still safe ? not yet seized %** 

" Seized ! What mean you. Count Scotus V 

** Are you then indeed ignorant of all that is passing ? Do 
you not know that your ptan of departure is discovered — how 
or by whom betrayed it is for you to judge ! — that every out- 
let of the city is beset by the tyrant's myrmidons— rthat ^oa 
are destined to a dungeon, and your sister to the blaDdlsh-^ 
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ments of Bruhl, and at the best which may befall her, mar- 
ria?e, perhaps after all a mock ceremony, with this prince- 
prelate, who has dared even to threaten me with punishment 
for my remonstrances ? You have heard nought of this V 

'* Not a word — but how — " 

*^ Ah, Ghebh^rd, thou art more cunning than I thought 
consistent with thy daring! It is clear. Count Mansfeldt, that 
you were not to be molested in the town, for fear of publicity, 
but pounced on as soon as you passed the faubourg, and then 
surely disposed of. How lucky it is that my warning does 
not come too late. Now we have not a moment to lose. I 
have your safety provided for. Come along, we must not be 
observed." 

" And Agnes, what of her 1" 

*^ Indeed that may be well asked, what of her 1 Who save 
notice to the elector of her pretended flight ? Who offered the 
hint of an arrest upon the road 1 Ah, Count Ernest, you share 
the dim-sigh tedness of all virtuous men. You know nothing 
of woman's wiles." 

'^ It is impossible. She could not play so false a game. 
And for what purpose 1" 

*' How else but by yielding to an assumed violence ex- 
cuse the breach of her solemn vow, and become the wife of 
another 1" 

*^ God in heaven ! Agnes, then has told you of our pledge ? 
Infamous, infamous !" 

'^ No count, before heaven to whom you appeal she never 
did !" 

" But yet — " 

** I know of it — aye and much more of you and yours. 
Ask me not ever for the source of my knowledge, but now 
least of all, no time must be lost in concealing you and se- 
curing her !" 

'* I must see her instantly." 

" Then you must be prepared for loss of liberty— or to lead 
her to the arms of this amorous elector." 

" What a cruel dilemma ! Why is not my brother here 1" 

"He 15 here; and labouring heart and hand to hurry on 
this impious, this unnatural union, which will tear Agnes for 
ever from you." 

" I thought he would. This is the crowning blow of fate ! 
What now may be donel Count Scotus, I throw myself 
wholly upon you.^* 



If 



191 

" And safely may you do 6o. I have the \?il], and the 
means, to save her and you. Come on !'' 

♦i-Where would you lead meV cried Ernest, starting 
back after they had proceeded a few yards, on his companion 
stopping and applying a key to a small wicket in the wall of 
the palace garden. 

" To the only place where there is safety for you in Co- 
logne—to my own apartments in the electoral palace.*' 

•* How ! into the very den of my arch-enemy ! what does 
this mean V^ 

And as Ernest uttered this faint* expression of the doubts 
and fears which rushed upon his mind, his hand, as irreso- 
lute as his head was weak, half moved towards his sword. 

'* Out with it boldly, and at once count, and if it need a 
sheath, plunge it here into this breast already too deeply 
wounded by the suspicions which now dishonour me— no, 
not me, but you. But I can and ought to bear with any of 
your race ! Yet ere it is too late give yourself a moment's 
pause for thought. Where can you be so safe, so unsuspect- 
ed, as in the sanctuary of my chamber which no one dares to 
violate ? Which of the furious creatures of its owner would 
dream of seeking you in their master's very palace ? But do 
you doubt my honour ? If so, say it frankly — and then fare- 
well ! I can pardon even that from a descendant of Polrath 
de Mansfeldt. But then yon may indeed draw your sword, 
and fling away the scabbard. For Henry of Liegnitz and his 
rabblement, by this time the hired mercenaries of Truchses, 
will be soon upon you and will give your weapon ample 
work." 

**I know not what to think or do," said the uncertain 
Ernest. 

'* Then be guided by one who has th6ught and action at 
command. You have but two courses—- certain ruin, or a 
chance of safety. Which will you follow 1 Hark ! by 
heavens the Reitres are already out — they come this way — I 
hear the trampling of their horses. I must not be suspected 
of being leagued with you for no purpose. To carry the 
great end we have both in view I am ready to brave danger 
in any shape ; but to be seized on like a puling girl shall 
never be m^fate. Farewell, Count Mansfeldt! They come— ^ 
save yourself now as best you may." 

A hurried movement of a key in the lock of the wicket 
accompanied these words; and as the Italian entered, his 
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companion forced himself close upon and almost past him into 
the garden. 

** My mind is made up — I throw myself wholly on your 
honour — you will actlairly by me, I am sure/' said Ernest 
in much agitation. Scotus answered by a smile, to which 
Ernest gave on the instant half-a-dozen different constructions. 
Just then laughter and the chorus of a loose song burst from 
the baud of Liegnitz's recruits, who passing by chance be- 
neath the wall, little dreamed of the sensation they had 
caused at the other side. 

** Miscreants !" exclaimed Scotus, <* how they revel in the 
hopes of your destruction !'' 

«^ Hush, hush, let us seek your apartment, count, if we 
may indeed do so safely/' 

»» Fear nothing — while with me you are invisible," replied 
Scotus, leading the way through a dark damp avenue of yew 
and laurel trees, which led, without any opening on the less 
sombre parts of the garden, to the wing in which his ground- 
floor suit of rooms was situated. In a few minutes he and 
his unwilling visitor were in that room where the short scene 
between the elector and the Italian took place on the night the 
latter arrived in Cologne, and from which a private passage 
communicated into Ghebhard's own sleeping apartments. 
There Scotus set to work with all his ingenuity, to tranquil- 
lize the fears of Ernest as to his own safety, and to assure 
him of the certainty of his being able to protect A^nes and 
bring them together for the purpose of affecting their escape. 
To set her mind at rest as to her brother's situation, the latter 
wrote her a few hasty lines, at the Italian's dictation, telling 
her to confide in all things to his generous friend Count 
Scotus, over whom she possessed great influence, and who 
would take every measure for her protection and for their 
joint evaslorr. Scotus placed this letter carefully in his 
doublet; and he then gave his prisoner (for such in fact 
Ernest's weakness had made him) into the care and keeping 
of his youthful but most prudent-looking secretary; with 
orders to provide him with refreshments and, as far as was 
possible, with amusement until Scotus should return. To 
Ernest's reiterated inquiry as to his security from intrusion 
on the part of Ghebhard or his satellites, the Italian replied 
'by a profusion of oaths and protestations, on this occasion of 
real sincerity — " But in case of the worst," said he, *» look 
here — Is there not wherewithal here to enable you to defend 
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yourself, and to die like a hero on heaps of your slaughtered 
enemies ?" 

With these words he opened a large chest, which was lite- 
rally crammed with weapons of every possible form consis- 
tent with the strength of one man to wield. Matchlocks, 
falchions, pistols, daggers, axes, and a profuse display of 
powder and bullets met Ernest's gaze. But it is doubtful — 
for he was never tried — whether his spirit was of that sort 
which leads iron-nerved men to do a desperate deed, alone. 
He would, like most others, have been sufficiently ready to 
bear his part in a mel^e. But the single-hearted courage 
which Scotus appealed to is not the lot of even every gallant 
warrior. 

The Italian next proceeded — it was a busy morning for 
him — to Kriechlingen House. A visit ^ the ladies after the 
previous day's excursion was but natural. But he soon con- 
trived to see the duchess alone ; and he was well-pleased to 
learn that she had commenced the execution of her mission 
in the way prescribed, and had so far succeeded in her object 
as to have greatly affected Agnes by her recital, and to have 
drawn from her a voluntary expression of regret that the im- 
mediate necessity for her flight prevented the possibility of 
her interfering for the restitution of the jewels. 

^Good, good !" exclaimed Scotus, as the duchess ceased, 
" all now is right. Give her this billet from her brother. But 
read it first-v-it is.as you see unsealed. It will tell you of 
the extension of my influence. He has consented to put off 
the journey for to-day ; and is now in a secure retreat. Agnes 
must immediately quit this house and you along with her. 
Come out as if for a mere walk in the garden, dressed plain 
even to homeliness. Pass through the private door on the 
outer terrace — ^you shall find it unlocked — proceed directly to 
the floating bridge, cross the river, and then repair to our 
sometime place of meeting, the farm-house in the valley of 
roses. There ye can safely rest till dusk. Ere it is totally 
dark you shall hear my thrice-repeated whistle. Come out 
alone to meet me in the copse. I will then fix the hour for 
your and Agnes's visit" 

*' Can she not see you then — ^and there make the appeal on 
which jou place such stress and which is to procure the 
restitution V 

<'Ah, duchess, duchess, again self, only self, and those 
poor baubles, so worthless in comparison with the fate of 

VOL. I. 17 



194 

yoar dear friend, which hangs, I tell you again, on her 
coming to the palace." « 

** ''ns too true— 1 had forgotten that, and even now I de- 
spair of her consent to such a step." 

<* Do you think her brother's presence in my apartmeat 
could induce herl" 

'* Oh yes, no douhU-but how !" 

'' Leave that to me. I promise you an invitation to her 
from his hand to meet him there. Is that enough I" 

" Heaven grant it may be !" 

*< Now then to complete your task. Be quick and prudent.'* 

And again the confederates separated. 

About the same time Ghebhard Truchses, having passed 
some hours in a deceitful semblance of repose, had arisen in 
that state of unrefrc^hed yet by no means fatiguing excite- 
ment 60 common to ardent lovers. The turmoil of the pre-, 
ceding day still kept up his fever of joy, more nourishing 
than exhausting : at least the feelings of such a time seem 
to themselves as though they were never to be worn out. 
Buoyant, bounding, fresh-dipped, as it were, in a river of 
eternal youth, his mind seemed to fly through the vast 
regions of thought as a wild bird cleaves the air. His per* 
son, true to tho mysterious sympathy, felt active and elastic* 
His eyes were bright, his voice clear and mellow, every. 
nerve seemed firmly yet Ifghily braced. He felt invincible. . 

It was in this mood that the elector received tHe early visits 
of Nuenar and Kriechlingen, with Count Solms, Baron WiiH 
neburg, the Dome Provost Count George of Wittingstein, 
and some other members of the Chapter of Cologne, all but 
avowed protestants, but every one of them resolved to force 
matters at length to a crisis with the sovereign, who was 
not only the choice of their affection but now the sheet- 
anchor of their hopes. These individuals, as the leaders of 
the reform party, had, ever since the opening of the congress 
some weeks before, played a deep but steady game with re- 
gard to Truchses, Encouraging him, as has been seen, in 
the passion which had obtained such hold of his mind, leaving 
him to the almost magical influence which a desperate ad- 
venturer was day by day twining round him, they also kept 
him in total ignorance of the intrigues that were brought ac- 
tively into play against him by the efforts of his various col- 
leagues of the conference. Every one, friend or foe, seemed 
to combine for the one great purpose of placing the elector 
in such a position as would force him to avow his attachment 
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to the reformed doctrines, and put him at once into an atti- 
tude of hostility against both the pope and the emperor, his 
'spiritual and temporal chiefs. 

Matters to his injury had gone to much greater lengths 
than either Trubhses or his adherents suspected. The repre- 
sentations forwarded both to Vienna and Rome, with all the 
virulence of envy and malice, had met a prompt attention ; 
and at this very epoch an envoy from one place and a nuncio 
from the other were close to Cologne, armed with all the 
powers of remonstrance, and as a last resort with all the 
thunder of civil and ecclesiastical anathema. 

Ernest of Bavaria the expectant Bishop of Liege was not 
far off. Aided by his emissaries in the city he was by all 
possible means fomenting the hostility of the bigoted con- 
servative party among the burghers, against the man whose 
only object was through their enlightenment to effect the 
removal of abuses and the happiness of the people at large, 
The political situation of the electorate and its chief was 
*thus at a point of most critical importance. His state of 
moral feeling has been already described. No individual 
ever touched a crisis more completely decisive of his fate in 
all its combinations. 

Truchses met the members of the deputation with a more 
than half-way readiness, almost anticipated their views, 
acceded to their hints, and finally satisfied them that, fully 
aware of the extensive conspiracy for some time hatching for 
his ruin, he had taken large measures of precaution to meet 
and combat it. 

Astonished at this proof of vigorous forethought, while 
they believed him to have been sunk in the lazy voluptuous- 
ness of love, they marvelled as to the source of his informa- 
tion. And at this period of the interview Prince Henry of 
Liegnitz was introduced by the elector's special orders. His 
appearance somewhat startled the deputation, to all of whom, 
except Nuenar, he was totally unknown. But they soon be- 
came reconciled to roughness of demeanour, and a doubtful 
character, in honour of the homage paid, then as now, to rank 
— and of the avidity which now and at all times, leads hu- 
man nature to adopt whatever may conduce to its own inte- 
rests. 

It was not Truchses' design to let his adherents know that 
the chance-coming of the Prince of Liegnitz was the first and 
only source of his knowledge on the points now discussed. 
He meant rather to let them believe by implication that he 
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had for some time been himself the heart and soul of the 
princess movements, that the new levies had been actually ' 
raised on his account, and that he and the sovereign adventu- 
rer of whose aid he was resolved to avail himself were older 
acquaintances than any one thought. In the course of this 
council all present were satisfied that Truchses was a beinjQr 
of still higher powers than they had before given him credit 
for, for even Nuenar was staggered as to his connexion with 
Liegnitz, and admitted to himself that even if the scene of 
the preceding day at Bruhl, was precisely what it seemed to 
be) his friend Ghebhard had turned it to an account which 
none but a man of a high order of genius for politics could 
have done. And so it is. The power of promptly seizing a 
truth, a fact, an opportunity, of adapting ourselves to it, and 
it to our purposes, is the true test of genius in all its high 
behests. The dull enlightenment of the mass of public men 
is as total darkness compared to the lightning flashes of the 
eye of talent. 

The Elector-archbishop of Cologne was on this occasion 
pronounced, by those friends who knew him best and saw 
him closest during the whole period of his reign, to be more 
than equal to the emergency; for he amply proved himself 
one of those great spirits which rise with circumstances, too 
buoyant to sink beneath, too brave to shrink from, the flood. 
Truchses gave a new inspiration to all present. The reader 
need not be told again where he had found his own ; and no 
set form of words needs do new homage to the splendid passion 
from which it sprung — the source of true grandeur in minds 
essentially great. 

Plans of serious import, a system of organization for the 
electoral resources, an estimate of the available force both 
native and mercenary, the form of an appeal to the Lutheran 
princes of the empire, to Henry of Navarre, and the other 
chiefs of the French Huguenots, to William Prince of 
Orange, to Elizabeth of England, were among the matters 
debated. Besides which the Prince of Liegnitz, who was 
not admitted into those more secret details, made a statement 
of his force, his projects for augmenting it, a calculation of 
expenses, and the terms of engagement on which he was 
willing to transfer the floating capital of his alliance into the 
service of Cologne. Various preliminaries decided, other 
points adjourned, but all more or less disposed of, the council 
broke up; and Ghebhard Truchses then resuming those 
higher attributes of his character before explained, divested 
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his mind at once and completely of all associations of public 
business, opened the door for J.he imprisoned secrets of his 
heart, and let them all rush out like a flight of seraphim, 
dazzling with their brightness and freshening with their wings 
the broad Heaven of his happiness. Proud of the dangers 
that beset him, despising the meanness or defying the might 
of his enemies, neither reckoning on nor refusing 4he aid of 
friends, but relying wholly and boldly on himself, he harness- 
ed as it were for battle, in the glorious panoply of courage, 
and under the resplendent banner of love. His toilet ar- 
ranged in all the profuse elegance of expense and taste, his 
spng of heath-blossom placed over his heart, and over it with- 
in his doublet's fold the clearly copied manuscript of his last 
night's labour, he took his place in his carriage, and, as 
usual with but slight attendance, he took his way over the 
oft-beaten track which led to Kriechlingen House. 
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